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SONG 1, 



^^^rLL your gUffes banlfl. grief, 
^» ri P^ Laugh, and worldly cares defpife j 
JSj (^ Sorrows ne'er will bring rtlief, 
♦?S?^^+ Joys, from drinking, may a»ife. 
For, why fliould we for worldly care. 
Spoil what nature's made fo fair : 

' T/ren drink, and fet your hearts at reft ; 
And of a lad bargain make the heft. 

Bnfy minds, we know, alas ! 
With imagination run \ 
Like the faad, in the hour- glafs, 
Runs and runs, and ftill runs on. 

Never knowing where to day, 
But uneafy every way : 

nen drinks &c. 
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Some purfue the winged wealth, 
Otberf to Honour doth afpire ^ 
Give me freedom, give me hcalthi 
That's the fum of my dcfire. 

Altho' the world doth more prcfcnt. 

It addeth not to my cot)tent : 

Then drinkf &c. 

Love, when mingled with good wine. 
Makes the heart both light and irtt\ 
Let it rain, fnow, or fhine. 

Still its the fame thing unto me. i 

For there's no ftanding 'gain ft our fate, IB 

Daily changes on us wait : 

Then drink, 8cCk 
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S N G 2. 

The Soldier's Medley. 

X HE lark was up, and the morning grey, 
The drummer beat the reveille ; 
And jolly foldiers on the ground. 
In peaceful camp flept fafe and found : 
Only one poor foldier, who 
Nought but love could e'er fubdue, 
Wandci'd to a neighb'ring grove, 
There to vent his plaints and love. 



s 



*wv 





MtUim 



rfk* 



Tie BRITISH SONGSTER. 






O ! women are lovely dangerous things. 
Their fweets, like the bees, are mingled with (lings; 
They're not to be had without care and cud ; 
They're hard to be kept, and cafily loft : 
In feeking a fair one, I found to my fmart, 
I knew not the way I loft my own heart, 
I knew not the way I loft my own heart. 

Too fondly once I thought to win the lovely 
charmer, 
And evVy method try'd in hopes to make her 

warmer : 
But all my hopes are over, what fcheme then can 

I try ? 
But, like a haplefs lover, here lay me down and die. 

As on the ground he lay, 

Minerva came that way, 

In arms bright and gay. 

And thus to him did fay : 

- Rife, foldier, rife ; — the drummer beats to arms, 
Hark to the loud alarms ; 
Hang her beauty, mind your duty. 
Think not of her charms. 
Rife, foldier, rife ;— Til take you by the hand, 
And lead you to the land, 
And give you the command 
Of a chofen band. 




Rife, foldier, rife j 
Don't be ftupid. 
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Drive away CupJd; , 

Thiuk on Minerva's wife advice^. . 
Solflier, go home, go. home, 
Ne'^r raiiid your n^iilrers'a fcorn ;; . 
Slight, flight her again,. 
Silghty (light her again. 
For flighted love fhould flights return. 

The foldler tU^ rofe from his am'rous floth,. 

And haded away to his duty ; 
Swore to Minerva a terrible oalb. 

He'd never ihlsk more of her beauty-. 
Sing bachelor, bluff, bachelor blufiF,. 
Hey for a heart as (lout as a huS^. 

Thofe that llve^fi^ngle they never wear horn»^ 

Thofe that live fingle are happy ; 
Thofe that are married do lye upon thorns. 
They always gQ ragged and fliabby. 
Sing cuckolds come dig, cuckolds come dig,. 
Round about cuckf^ds come dance to my jig. 

Thofe that live, fingle do ne*er fear a rout» 

Nothing to them can be fweeier ;. 
Tl«ry liavc no wife for to fjmper and pout, 
Crying, I/oiv can youJiAve viCy dear Pe^er I: 
Sing batcbelor bluff, batchelor bluff, 
Xiey for a heart as ilout a$, % bu£ 

Yc belles and flirts, that are fo. fair. 
Say, are not foldlers fornv*d for love ? 
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For fare yotiMT find them all fincerc^ 
If you*U but kiad and conflant proves 

But if you flight their paifion flilly 
And tyrannife o'er hearts fo truCi 

Pepend upon't they*II all rebel. 
And never care a ^^ lot you. 

O \ hold your foolilh tongne. 

Little fmiling Cupid faid \ 
Have you never heard it fung, 

That conftancy would v?in a xhaid \ 
The grcateft riien alive 

Have been by Cupid's pow'r overcome ; 
*Ti8 in vain with love to ftrive, 
. Though ^rm'd with fword, and fpear, and gun. 

l^hen ground your arms% Sons cf War^ 
Thert^s no quarrUing nuUh the Fair. 
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SO N G 3- 

VV HILE yet as a cowan I wander'd the plain, 
I thought to be a mafon again and again, 
But often, was told: it was not for my.wcil, 
For at meetings ofmafons they raifed the Deil. 

r^lfed the Deily &c. 

I thitlicr repaired, being refolv'd in my mind^ 
When to my furprifea good friend I did find> 
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And bade me-preparci for-fb hearty Pd feel'; 
What ftill was nqvir'Arangc when I thought oa-thc 
PcIL. 

ttofighi onjh D^ili &C» . 

We knocWi but wa? ftbpp*d; when wc«ntcr'd 

the door, 
They, fold, Who bqpg you hcrcwhoii ^fffi. nc'cjr 

faw before ; 
X told them I thought to b< adnutted fa' well,. 

Aft i fre.ely^csinie here to fhake hands wi' the Deil. 

Jloake hanM. w/!' the, peijf .5cc> 

^ ^ By l^ave from the chair then admittance we fpundi 
^ But like one tha.t'8 bl Ind T gropp'd all the way round ; 
^ 'Till fomcthlng I fcft made me dagger and reel, 
•'^ WhicKraia-d oay old thought, Jl'd meet wi' the Deil. 

7/ieet <with-th&. DaiU &c. 

At lallto.my jdy I found al!"things.gQ,rightf , 

And began by degrees to difcovcr the light ; . 

l^he matter advjs'd mc.tQ^fw;illo.w a pill. 

Which he faid would purge me from all fear« of 

the DeiL . 

fears of the Deil, &«. 

By leavefrom the chair rdfd'join the glad throng, 

A'nd partook of their joy s^ o'er a glafs and a fong, 

Yc cowans> remember the mafons are lee), > 

i^nd beware t^fyourfclves^whep you fpeak of the 

' Oeil.. 

J^akofth Deih -ftc. 
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To the tunc of, I told my nymphy / told hw tru9% 

xjL DIEU ! ye native fields and bowVftl 
Where fportive pleafure loves to dwell ;. 

Where rural mirth can charm the hours : 
YAfceneb! ye* lovely* haunts, farewell t- 

Ye dear companions of my youth \ 
Who oft partook my heedlefs joy» 

When all was innocence and truth ; 
(No cares did then my blifs annoy.)* 



^^ Farewell ! — qnd, O ! may happy days, 
And cv'ry bUiling round ye dwell I 
May fwcet contentment, joln'd with eafc, 
For <ver (haiie your native cell. 

And thou, Philander ! cbofen friend, 

Whofe faithful bread oft footh'd my care ; 

That Heav'n from ev'ry ill defend 
My friend, (hall be my lateft pray'r* 

Yet, yet Philander \ yet a figh ; 

A peufive figh ftill heaves my breaft ; 
A tear cfcapes my downcaft eye, 
And fond remembrance breaks my reft» 

When I recal thofe happy hours 
V With thee, my friend, in v^nton playi 
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Amid yon greenlin'd leafy bow'rsj 
How lightly Sew thofe hou^s away! 

Or at the foot df yonder hill, 

Where falls the rufhing ft ream fo faft; 

And her-e, where fweetly glides the rill,. 
With how much joy our time we paft ! 

The dear deluGon wgu'd not laft ; 

The airy viHon now is o'er : 
Cou*d I forget but time that's paft, 

And fond rcftcdion were no more? 

Adieu ! ye feats of pure delight ! 
If Ne'er will ye joy to me renew; 
A lingering tear now dims my fight, 
Perhaps for ever. — Ah ! adieu I 
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Shape alone let others prize 
The features of the Fair ; 
I look for fpirit in her eyesp 
And meaning in her air : 

A damaflc'd cheek, an iv'ry arnt^. 

Could ne'er tny wiihes win ; 
Give xne an animated form 

That ^eaks a mind within. 
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Where fenfe an 
^ The Uruefo of lo« : 

^-' force of beauty's cViann., 
T*"'^' "" ^iSVual aid. - 

"^"li aU ber rofc. dead. 

V , «Uere both tbefe tvro-«m« 

^"^ '^r mage of delight. 

With sra«« ^'" .J 

,, ,0 foolh the greateft g"«^ 

Dlffuang -'^^"tr;,! foul. 
And rapture throug 

V but faintly to e^preft, 
Their pov. r but . 

^^^ ^TS rn..r,a's face, 
^fdretd It perfca there. 
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*Ti8 fomctbing than fricndfhip more fweet^ 
More paiTionate even than love. 

For ever when abfcnt from you, 
Pale echo returns my fond fighs ; 

But when happly your beauties I view, 
On my lips the faint utt'rance dies. 

This the fecret I had to betray. 

And the fate of my paflion is fuch ; 

That in what 1 was prompted to fay, 
Metbinks I have utter'd too much. 
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S N G y. 

XxOW imperfcA is cxprcffion, 

Some emotions to impart ; 
When we mian a foft confcflion. 

And yet fcek to hide the heart : 
When our tofoms all complaining 

With delicious tumults fwell, 
Speak what trembling, faukVing, dying; 

Language would, but cannot tell. 

Deep confufion^s rofy terror 

Quite expreffive paints my check ^ 

Aik no more, behold your error, 
Blulhes eloquently fpeak : 
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What though filent is my angnifl), 
• Or breath'd only to the ah' ; 
Mark my eyes, and as they langirifl}/.??.-. 
RiPafI what your's have written there* 

Ah ! that you could once conceive me^ 

Once nay fours (Irong feelings view ; 
Love has nought more fweet, believe me ; 

Friendship nothing half ^o true ; 
From you I am wild, defpairing ; 

With you, fpeechlefs as I touch ; 
This is all that bears declaring. 

And perhaps declares too much. 

H 



SONG 8. 

. ) 
By Mr W. C. to a young Lady. 

A HE Cyprian queen when fart'd Appellcs drew, 
He had each beauty of his age in view ; 
Before him all the fair creation rofe» 
While from each nymph each various charm he 
chofe. 

From this he dole the mildncfs of her cyegj. 
From' that her lips in imitative dyes ; 
From one her bloom, another's golden hair^ 
*Till the whole portrait rofe divinely fair. 
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But had he liv'd to fee your jingel face, 
From yo'-, '^e'd borrowed cvVy lovely grace ; 
No olheFT. <?t)cforc his cyca hc*d fet, \^ - 
But take each charm from much lov'd H . - "rT^M i t. 



Yet though affifted by a hand divine, 
E^ch colour glow'd, and ev'ry ilroke was fine ; - 
Yet though he fummonM all the pow'rs ^ painty 
The world, dlas ! would own the likeaefs f^int. 



SONG 9. 
The Judicious Choice. 

J\ Beautiful face and a form without fault, 
Are not the attraAIons by which I am caught ; 
Good nature, good fenfe, and an hooed free mind, 
Are perfedlions in woman to which Tm inclin'd. 

For a time beauty charms, but fo certain is age. 
That who with a beauty alone would engage ? 
Since time fprcads a veil o'er the brighteft of eyes. 
And a face is a flow'r that blofToms and dies. . 

Then, Venus, begone with your artful decoys, 
Which like fyrens do. tempt, and like fyrcns de- 
ft roy ; 
'Tis fricndfhip and virtue I feek in a wife, 
Whom I'd love and carefs cv'ry day of my life. 
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To the Tune of, Th£ Highland Laddie. 
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MEL I A, flic's fo wondVous fair, 
That you*d not ken her frae a lady ; 
Comply and gracefu* is her air ; 

BiKy ah ! ihe can't win frae her daddie* 
! my lovely t charming lajfie^ 
My dear^ angelic^ handfome lajjie<, 
Tho" nanu confined frae fuejljc's kept^ 
Tetjlill ril love my Laiiiand lajfte* 

Whene'er I fee her fmiling face. 

My heart does pant with joy and pleafure ; 
But, when (he's abfent frae the place, 

! I am grieved out of meafure. 

1 my lovely y &c. 

She is pofTcfs'd of many charme, 

Which quite endiant her faithfu' laddie ; 
O ! if I had her in my arms 

1 wou*d e'en keep her frae her daddie. 

/ viy 1%'ely^ &c. 

To happinefs I'll bid adieu, 

'Till (he arrives into Auld Reeky; 

For there's nie ither nymph I loo' 

Like my fweet Amelia M y. 

I my lovely y See. 
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SONG %u 

Thb Baitiih Faik. 

Jr HOEBUSy meaner thcmei dildaioing, 

To the lyrift'a call repair ; 
And the firings to rapture ftrainfng. 

Come and praife the Britilh Fair. 

Chiefs, throughout the land Ti^lorioaSf 

Born to conquer and to fparct 
Were not gallant, were not gloriooii 

'Till conQmanded by the Fair* 

AD the works of worth and merity 

Which the Sons of Art prepare. 
Have no pleafure, life, or fpirit. 

Bat as borrowed from the Fair. 

Reafon is as weak as paflion j 

But, if yoa for truth declare, 
Worth and manhood are the fafhion. 

Favoured by the Britifh Fair. 




SONG 12. 

Johnny and Mary. 

Down the bum and thro' the mead, 
Hia golden locks wav*d o'er his brow ; 
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Johnny lilting, tun'd his recd» 
And Mary wfpM her bony mou' : 
Dear (he loo'd the well -known fong. 

While her Johnny 

Blithe and bonny. 
Sung her praife the whole day long. 

Donvn the burn and thro* the mcadt 
His golden locks nvav^d o*er bis brew ; 
. Johnny lilting tun'd bis reed^ 

And Mary nuip'd her bonny mou\ 

Coftly claiths (he had but few ; 
Of rings and jewcia nac great (lore ; 
Her face was fair her love was true. 
And Johnny wifely wi(h*d nae more : 
Love's the pearl the ihephcrd's prize j 
O'er the mountain. 
Near the fountain, 
LoTe delights the (hepherd*8 eyes. 

D$vjn the burnt &c. 

Gold and titles give not health, 
And Johnny cou'd nae thefe impart 4 
Youthfu' Mary's greatefl wealth 
Was ftill her faithfu* Johnny's heart ; 
Sweet the joy's the lovers find. 
Great the treafiire, 
Sweet the pleafure. 
Where the heart is always kind. 

Down the bum, &c. 
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SONG ^13, 

Katy^S Co'MPLAINTi. 

Y the fide of a grove, young Delia did ftray^ 
Her foul was all love and all fweetnefs her lay. 
The fmooth- girding ftream flid foftly along, 
The birds ceas'd their theme t' attend to her fong: 
Ah ! nay Strcphon, fhe cryM, have you left me to 

mourn, 
'Tie in vain IhayeHghMyajid implor'dyourKCturn. 

I'll tell all my woes to the birds and the fkies, 
Swell the dream with my tear9,andthe breea^e with 

my fighs ; 
Sweet Philbmel* heart, and anfwers my moan, 
And the rocks too have ears, but my Strephon has 

none : 
The frown that alarm'd him hasloft alHts power, 
And ^^e voice that once charnoi'd him now charms 

him no more* 

Ye fweet breathing gal'es, that (port on theplani, 
Yc hills, woods, and dales, that repl^y to my (Irain, 
Go tell him cMir loves, but why fhould yc tell ? 
All ye wood^i and ye groves, and ye meadows, 

farewell : 
To fomc fhade I'll repaiV, conccal'd from the day, 
Fvd my foul with, defpair 'tilt I figh it away. 



Thi BRITISH SONGSTER. 17 



SONG 14. 



r 



n 

o 
a 







f *fhe diPfs nahin I wai youngs 
When J laugh' d at Fortune's fpitet 
Talked of Jove all the day long^ 
jind^th Ne6iar cronai^d the nights 



Then It was old father, Carep 

Little reckM I of thy frown ; 
Half thy maHce youth cou'd bear» 

And the reft a bumper drown. 

01 tf^ dayjy ^c. 

Truth they fay lives in a well. 

Why, I vow, I ne'er tou'd fee ; 
Let the water-drinkers tell. 

There it always lay for me. 

0! tie daytf &€• 

Xor, when iparkling wine went round,.. 

Never faw I falfehood's xnalk ; 
B«t ftin honeft truth I found 

At ike bottom of each flafk* 

Ot the days i kc- 

Trtic, at length my vigour's flow*^ 

I bave'yenrB to bring decay i 
Few the locks that now I own, 

Aod the few I have are grey. 

0-/ tie dajts &c. 
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Yet old Jerome thou majc'ft boaff, 

While thy fprHts do not tire ;. 
Still beneath thy age's froft, 

Glowa. a Ipark. of youthful &tc^ 

' ' 1 tie days, 5t.c. 
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The North Country Lass.— TjK/ff, Langplet. 

J;-H£RE was a fair maideO) her name it was 

Gillian, . 

Her manners we^re fag<: tho* her carriage was free; 
You fcarccly would meet fucha girl in a million,. 
Her charms were, the pridcLof t.hc; Sfprth Coun- 

All (he faid came fo wittily, 

She danc'd with iv^\k grace, and ftiie chanted S> 

prettily ; 
Nor Madames* of Fmbcc, nor S)giM>rM of Italy^ 
Could cope with this lafo.of the Norih.Couatry. 

Rich lords and fine gonllemen crowded to woo her, 
Each begg^g tier moft-lHim^leiferYant-tabc; 

Some fbew/d coa(;h andkhoEfcs, fome profifet'd gold 
to her# 
Some, cloaths-and^fiDe jewels, moft. gorgeoHt to 
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But, in Tain all their bravery. 
She faid'flat and plain, (he faw thro' thetr knavVyt 
And rather would pafs her whole life- time in 
fla?Vy, 
Than bring fuch difg^ce on the North Country. 

But going one day to the wood with young Roger, 
To gather fweet pofies for he and for (he, 

Sly Cupid obferv'd them, (a comical codger)* 
And hid himfelf faug in a fycamore tree : 

Out he drew from his quiver 

A (haft that a heart made of marble would (hf?cr; 

He (hot, there was none a poor maid to ddi?cr, 
^ And down fell the lafs of the North Country. 
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S O N G i6. 
Nottingham Ale. 

Y OUNG Venus, the goddefs of beauty and love, 

Arofe from the froth that fwam on the fea.; 
Minerva fprung out of the cranium of Jove, 

A coy fullen (hit,' as mod authors agree ; 
Great Bacchus, they tell us, who's the prince of 
good fellows, 
Was his nat'ral fon: — But attend to my tale ^ 
For thofe that thus chatter 
Know nought of the matter. 
He fprung from a barrel of Nottingham ale. 
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Ye clergy fo refVend, priefts, vtcart» mkI deaconit 

Attend, and yoall ccrtaioly own it is true ; 
Tlut Nottingham ak it the chief of all h'quort. 
And wha underftands the dear creature like you i 
It di(pela evVy vapour^ 
Saves pen, ink» and paper ; 
And when youVe difpos'd in the pulpit to rai^ 
It will open your throats* 
You may preach without noteu . ..: 

When infpir^d with full bump .,— — j^ 

ale. 

Y« dodort, who more executton have done 

Wtch boluSi with powder^ with potion and pill^ 
Than hangman with halter, or foldier with gun,; 
Than mifer with famine, or lawyer with quill ; 
To difpatch us the quicker 
You forbid. us malt liquor, 
'Till our bodies grow thin, and our faces wax pale* 
Each knows, if he pleafes. 
What cures all difeafes. 
Is hearty full bumpers of Nottingham ale* 

Ye lovers, who talk of your flames, darts, and 
daggers. 

With Nottingham ale ply your miflrefs but hard; 
Tiicgirl that once taftes it will drink 'till fhe ftag- 
' gcrs, 

And all your pad fuff'rings with klodnefs reward; 
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You may turn and twift her. 

And do what you lift t'hcr, 
You have found the right way with her heart to 
prevail ; 

Let her take her glafs often. 

There's nothing can foften 
The he^rt ot a woman like Notttnghara ale. 
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The Banks ap the Dbe. — Tttn^, LAHGOLsr; 
W7/-5 ^ddtthnt iy Mif$ B-Y B— ». 

X WAS Summer^ and foftly the breezes were 
blowing. 

And fweetly the nightingale fung from the tree, 
At the foot of a rock, where the river was flowing, 

I fat myfelf down on the banks of the Dee. 
Flow on lovely Dee, flow on thou fweet river; 
Thy banks pureft dreams (hall be dear to me ever ; 
For there I fir ft gain'd the affedlion and favour 

Of Sandy the glory and pride of the Dee. 

But now he's gone from, me, and left me thus 
mourning, 

To quell the proud rebels, for valiant is he ; 
And, ah I there's no hope of his fpeedy returning^ 

To wander again on the banks of the Dee. 
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He's gone, hclplefs youth! o'er the rude roaring 

billows ; 
The kindeft and fweeteft of all the gay fellows ; 
Arid left me to ftray 'mongd the once loved willows. 
The lonlieft maid on the banks of the Dee» 

But time and my pray'rs may perhaps yet reftore him; 

Bled Peace may reftore my dear fhepherdto me: 
And when he returns,with fuchcarePll watcho'erhim^ 

He never (hall leave the fweet banks of the Dee. 
The Dee then fhall How, all its beauties difplaying ; 
The lambs on its banks (hall again be feen playing; 
While I with my Saady am carelefsly (Iraying, 

And tafting again all the fweets of the Dee. 

7hus fung thejair maid en the hanks of the river f 
And fweetly re-echoed each neighbouring tree; 

Butt nont) allthefe hopes muft evanijh for ever^ 
Since Sandy fhall ne*er fee the hanks of the Dee^ 

On a foreign Jhore the f*weet youth lay dyings 

In a foreign grave his body's nonv lying ; 

IVhilJi friends and acquaintance in Scotland are 
crying 

For Sandy t the glory and pride of the Dee. 

Mifhap OH the hand hy luhich he nuas miounded ; 

Mifhap on the nuars that calPd him away 
Prom a circle of friends ^by nuhich he was Jurrounded, 

Who mourn for dear Sandy the tedious day* 
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Ob ! poor haphfi maidf who mournj difiottteuttd 
Thtlofs of a hverfijuftty lament id ; 
By itnuy only tme^ can her grief he contented^ 
And all her dull hours htcomc chearful tmdga^ 

^Tnvaj honour and hravery made bsm have ber 
mournings 

From unjuji rebellion bis country to free ^ 
He left her^ in hopes ofhisjpeedy returning^ 

To tuander again on the hanks of the Dee : 
For this he dijpis*d all dangers and peril/ ; 
'Tnvas thus he e/pous*d Britannia* s quarrelff 
That ivhen h^ came home he might crovin ber wtb 
laurels. 

The happiefl maid en the hanks of the Dee. 

But Fate iad determined bis fall to he glorious 9 
Though dreadful the thought mujl he unto me ; 

He fell, like brave Wolf, ^hen the troops were 
vi^oriouSf 
Sure each tender heart muft henuail the decree : 

Tetf though be is gone, the once faithful lover. 

And all our fine fchemes of true bappinefs over. 

No doubt he implored his pity and favour 
For me he had lefl on the hanks of the Dee* 
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SONG 18. 

By a yoiwg Gentleman, — Tunc, Langolee. 

iVlISS Betty's a girl of very good nature, 

Her complexion fair, moft delightful to fee ; 
Her air's not affcdled. (he's reg'lar each feature. 
Which makes me the fonder to fing her to thee. 
Hold on, my fwect mufe, without repining, 
And fing up her praifes without ever whining ; 
And fix on her mind to be always inclining 
To look on her fliepherd with mirth and with glee. 

Her beauty, with all perfcAion in meafure. 

Does form a Diana moft plcafing to fee ; , 

Her eyes they arc bright, and in colour, azure. 
And flic is the pride of all that her fee : 
Her mind it is paft all human painting. 
For pen or pencil they are both fainting ; 
So it is nonfenfe for you to be minting 
To fing her praifes, fo charming is flic. 

Laft night when I faw her (he was piaffing from me. 

But I would not let her go that way fo free ; 
I ftept up to her and afked her favour, 

She granted, and made me as happy's could be: 
When ftie fpake, O ! I was ravifli'd. 
And file told me myfelf not lo flavifli ; 
I faid unto her, I would always lavifli 

Her praifes in town as well as country* ^ 

n 
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SONG 19. 

Sung in the Duenna. 

V J IVE Ifaac th€ nymph who no beauty can boaft, 
But health and good humour to make her his toad ; 
If ftreight I don't mind whether ilc.nder or fat, 
And fix fit or four---W€'ll ne'er cjuarrel for that. 

Whatever her complexion--- 1 vow I don't care ; 
If brown---it is 1afting---more pleafmg if fair : 
And iho' in her cheeks I no dimples fhould fee, 
Let her fmile— -and each deil is a dimple to me* 

Let her locks be the redded that ever were feen, 
And her cycs--may be e'en- -any colour but green ; 
For in eyes, tho' fo various the ludre and liue, ^^ 

I fwcar I've no choice-. -only let her have two. 

'Tis true, I'd difpenfe with a throne on her back, 
And white teeth I own- -are gentecler than black: 
A little round chin too's a beauty I've heard, 
But I only defire-- (he mayn't have a beard. 

i^Wfc ■<>■ mt^m «4> " " < ^ " '*4>*''^>**"^>f **0*"-<»- "O^'-O- "♦'"»<>- -O'* •'*>•' *0"'0**J^^)' 

SONG 20. 
By a Lady of ^tality, 

X HE fun his gladfome beams withdrawn. 
The hills all white with fQow> 
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Leave me dcjefted and forlorn ; 

Who can defcribc my woe ? 
But not the fun 8 warm beams could chear, 

Nor hills tho' e'er fo green ;^ 
Unlcfs my Damon fhould appear 

To beautify the fccuc. , 

The frozen brooks, and pathlefs vales. 

Disjoin my love and me ; 
The pining bird his fate bewails. 

On yonder leafles tree ! 
But, what to me are birds, or brooks, 

Or any joy that's near ? 
Kc Heavy the lute, and dull the brooks, 

While Damon is not here. 



The Laplander, who, half the year, 

Is wrapt in fhades of night, 
Mourns. not, like me, his winter drear, 

Nor wifhes more for light. 
But what were light, without my love. 

Or objects e'er fo fine ? 
The flowVy meadow, field, or grove. 

If Damon be not mine ? 

Each moment, from my dear away, 

Is a long age of pain ; , 
Fly fwift, ye hours ! be calm the day 

That brings my love again ! 
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O ! hafte, and bring bim to my arms. 

Nor let us ever part ; 
My bread (hall beat no more alarms, 

When I fecure his heart. 




SONG 21. 
The Nut- Brown Maid. 

I WAS in the bloom of May, 

When odours breathe around, 
When nymphs are biyth and gay, 

And all with mirth abound ; 
That happily I ft ray 'd 

To view my fleecy care. 
Where I beheld a maid. 

No mortal e'er fo fiiir ; 

Mo mortal e'er fo fair. 

She wore upon her head 

A bonnet made of flraw. 
Which fuch a face did (hade 

As Phcebus never faw. 
Her locks of nut brown hue 

A cap and coif conceal'd, 
Which to my pleafing view, 

A fporting breeze reveaPd. 

Around her ilender waifl 
A fcrip embroider'd hung'. 
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The lute her fingers grac'd, 

Accompany'd with a fong^ 
With fuch a plcafing note,. 

Curroni might regale ;. 
Or Philomela's throat, 

That warbles through the vale. 

Not long I ftood to visw, 

Struck with licr heav'nly air^ 
I tp the charmer flew, 

And caught the yielding fair. 
Hear this, ye fcornful belles, 
And milder ways purfue 5 
fL She that in charms excells, 
^ ExcelU in kindnefs to(x 

SONG 22. 

1 OUNG Jockey, who teiz'd me a twelTC-month 

or iriore, 
Now bolder is grown than was mortal before ; 
He whifpers fuch thiogs as no virgin fhou^d hear. 
And he preffes my lips with a warmth I can't bear. 

With ftories of love he would foften my mind, 
And his eyes fpeak a temper to mifchief inclined ; 
But I vow not a moment I'll truft him alone, 
And when nex the graws rude I will bid him begone. 
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Of iionoar and truth hot a word has he fpokey 
And bis aftions declare he thinks virtue a joke; 
He (hall find his miftake if he ventures to try : 
For, than yield on fuch terms, oh I I rather would 
die.' . 

With no creature befide he fuch freedom dare 
take ; 
Yet the handfome and witty he quits for my fake : 
But how can I think that he loves me the bed ? 
Or how can I love him who*d break all my reft ? 

Oh! Jockey, reform, nor he foolifli again, 

Left you lofe a fond heart you (ball never regain: ^ * 

If you change your behaviour, and to church chufe Q' 

to go, ^ 

~ 1*11 forgive all that's paft, and will never fay No. 

S N G 73. 
Patty of the Hill. 

\J H I Venus, queen of foft delights. 

Accept a fuppliant*3 prayV, 
Who wlfhe* to attend the rights 

In which thy vot'ries (hare : 
Infpire his tongue with gentleft airi> 

Yet void of art or (kill. 
While he his unfcign'd love declares 

For Patty of the hill. If 
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What (trains, Oh! goddefsy muft he find. 

To melt hrcr frozen heart, 
Since words can ne'er exprefs his mind,. 

Nor e'er his pain impart ; 
Unlefs thy foD (hall aid his lays, 

And love in her inftil, 
In vain will prove his artlefs praife 

Of Patty of the hill. 

Her cheek with rofe and lilies vies, 

Her breath with fweet woodbine ;; 
Inferior far unto her eyes 

The fparkling di'monds (hine : 
f% s Her voice cxcclls the linnet's notes, 

Exceeds the thru(h*8 thrill ; 
In vain they drive to raife their throatft 

Like Patty's of the hill. 

How (hall I paint her tender mind,. 

The charm I moft admire;- 
In her is ev'ry virtue join'd, 

That pa(rion can infpire : 
Her foul the graces all refine, 

She (loops to reafon's will ; 
I'd Venus, — all the world refign 

For Patty of the hill. 
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S N G 24. 

DoitTN THB BURN DaYIB, LOYB. 

W HEN trees did bud, and fields were green, 

And broom bloom'd fair to fee ; 
When Mary was complete fifteeni 

And love laugh'd in her ee' ; 
Blyth Davy'j blinks her heart did move 

To fpeak her mind thus free : 
Gartg dotmn the burn Dax^(L love^ 

Donun the burn Davie^ love,^' 
Do*wn the burn Davie, love^ 

Andfoon Vll follonu thee; 
Gang donun the Burn Davie^ love, « 

Donvn the burn Davie, Ibve, 
Doiun the hum Davie, love. 

Gang do^wn the burn Davie, lovcy 
And r II fion follow thee. 

Now Davie did each lad furpafi 

That dwelt on this barn- fide ^ 
And Mary was the bonieft lafs^ 

Juft nAeet to be a bride. 

Bl)'tb Davie's blinks ^ &c 

Her cheek« were rofy, red and white^ 

Her ccn were bonny blue, 
Her looks were like Aurora brigbt> 
Her lips like dropping dew. 
, Blyth Davie's blinks, &c. 
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As Fate had dealt to him a routh. 

Straight to the kirk he led her. 
There plighted her his faith and trocbf 

And a bonny bride he made her : 
No more afhamM to own her love, 

Or fpeak her mind thus free ; 
Gang doiun the burn Davie, love, 

Donvn the burn Davig^ love^ 
Donxm the burn Dav'te^ Uve^ 

And r II foon folU'w thee ; 
Gang donvn the burn Davie, tcve^ 

Doivn the burn Davie, Jove, 
Donvn the burn Davie, love. 

Gang donvn the burn Davie, kve^ 
And r U foon follonu thee. 
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AD I a heart for fal/hood fram'd, 

.1 ne'er could injure you : 
For tho* your tongue no promife claimed. 

Your charms would make me true. 
To you no foul (hall bear deceit, 

No ftrangcr offer wrong ; 
But friends in aH the ag'd you'll meet, 

And lovers in the young. 
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But when they learnt that.-you hate bleft 
Another with your heart> 

They'll bid afpiring paffion reft^ 

And adl a brother's part. 
Then lady, dread not here deceit. 

Nor fear to fufFcr wrong : 
For friends in all the ag*d you'll meet>. 

And brother's in the young. 






SONG 26. 

GROG.— Tune, Why JIjouU nue quarrel for Riches. 

JL £ jolly true blues on the maiOi 
Well (killed in heaving the log, 
Attend to a Tailor's rough ftrain, 
Who fings of his favourite Grog. 
For Grog is the liquor of life^ 

The delight of each hold Britifh tar^ 
It banijhes forronx) andjlrife^ 

And foflens the hardjhips of 'mar. 

Brave Vernon, to Britain ftill dear, 

O long may'ft'thou live, though im- cog, 

Some deity whrfper'd thine ear, 
And hinted the liquor call'd Grog. 

For Grog^ &c. 
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Of vineyards the Monfieurs may boaft, 

Or delight in the foup of a frog. 
But foon they will find to their coaft^ 

That claret muft yield to good Grog. 

For Grog, &c 

I heard an Hibernian declare 

By St Patrick, tho' born in a bog. 

That while he could fee. with one ear. 
No liquor he'd drink except Grog. 

For Grog, &c. 

No danger our hearts can dlfmay. 

No terror we feel from a flog, 
For what is a dozen a day, 

Te • double allowance of Grog. 

For Grog, Ice. 

Each Saturday oight that revolyeS) 

My meflmate he tips ase a jog, 
To the wife or the fweetheart we love» 

Wc take ofif a caao of good Grog. 

For Grog, &c. 

Now war is declar*d let's advance, 

May the flincher be hang'd like a dog ; 
Who cowardly yields to proud France^ 
Is a ftranger to freedom and Grog. 
For Grog h the liquor of Itfc^ 

The delight of each bold Britijh tar, 
It hamjhes forronu andfirife, 

Andfoftens the hardjhips of 'mar* 
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S N G 2y. 

The Happy Beggam. 

JTJ OW bicfs'd are beggar- laflci. 

Who never toil for treafurc ! 
Who know no care, but how to (hare 
Each day fucceflive pleafure. 
Drink aivayjlet^j be gay f 
Beggan fiill nvith blefs abound^ 
Mirth and joy ne'er can cloy, 
JVhilft the fparkling glafs goes round* 

A fig for gaudy fafhions^ 

No want of cloaths oppreffes ; 

We live at eafe with rags and fleas^ 

We value not our dreifes. 

Drink aiuay^ &c. 

We fcorn all ladies walhes, 

With which they fpoil each feature^ 

No patch or paint our beauties want, 
We live in (imple nature. 

Drink aivay, &c. 

No collck, fpleen or vapours. 

At morn, or evening tcafe us : 
We drink no tea, or ratafia ; 

When Hck, a dram can eafe us. 

Drink aivay, &c. 
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That ladies aA in private. 

By na,ture'8 foft compliance ; 
We think no crime when in our prime. 

To kifs without a licence. 

Drink afway^ &c. 

We know rto fhame or fcandal, 

The beggars law befriends us ; 
We all agree in liberty, 

And poverty defends us. 

Drink anuay, &c. 

Like jolly beggar wenches. 

Thus, thus we drown all forrow ; j|& 

We live to-day, and ne'er delay vx 

Our pleafure till to-morrow. 

Drink anvay, 8cc, 



S N G 2S. 

Leave off your fooliOi pratting, 
Talk no more of Whig and Tory, 
But drink your glafs, 
Round let k pafs, 
The bottle Hands before ye. 

Fill it up to the top, 
Let the night with mirth be crown'd# 
J Drink about, fee it out, 

V Love and friendfhip (lill go round. 

fjt ^ ^ 




SONG 29. 
Sung by Mr Bannister. 

\jrO bigh, go low, in cVry ftatc, 
The faalor's heart is true^ 
In adverfe^ or in profp'rous fate, 
He joins the crew : 

J 
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If claret be a bkffing, 
Thin night drvote to pleafurc ; 
Let worldly carets 
And (late affairs. 
Be thought on at mohe leifure ; 

Fill it up, to the top. 
Let the night with joy be crown'df 

Drink about, fee it ouf. 
Love and friend(hip dill go round. 

If any is fo zealous. 

To be a party-minion, 

Let him drink like me, 

t We'll fooa agree, 

\ And be of one opinion : 

Fill your glafs, name your lafs, 

See her health go fwectly rounds 
Drink about, fee it out. 

Let the night with joy be crownM. 
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Then toiling early, watching late ; 
Defends his king and country's caufiief 
In hopes to be, 
When come from fca, 
Cheer'd with applaufc. 
At home, when fports his welcome crown. 
His wife's the.livcHeftof the throng: 
Or when care finks his fpirits down, 
Her endearing fmile, . 
Rewards his toil, 
And greets his favorite fong. 

Go high, &c. 

So when the nuptial knot is ty'd, 
Our friendihip clofer will cement ; 
fjl Each morn' you'll hail my blooming bride, 63 

And gladly (hare my heart's content. ^ 

I'll grafp the hand that made her mine, 
To focial fccnes the hours refign, 
While all the woAted (train /hall join, 

Go high, &c 






^<w4-«4>UM^»<«^-<M<^«< (^^.iM^xM^^ •••4^>m4»>-<*4«4 >';'«0'"»<»«'"4>*'"0'"'0'*"0*"0'* " < >" »'4 



SONG 30. 

Che, A TING Display* D. 
To the Tune of^ There was a jovial beggar, 

j3Y fage philofophers of old 
^ We're told there was a Hone, 
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That all things turn'd to gold;— but gtld 
To cheats turns eve^y one. 
■ So a-ehetiting''we •will go, ive'llgOf—'we'll go ; 
So a -cheating nue vjill go. 

The merchant thinks the 'fquirc i« trick'd, 

When OQ hia goods he lays 
Too high a price,-^bQt,.al) ! hc^s.nick'd; 

-A Yquire but rarely pays. 

So a -cheating^ &c% 

The tradeftnan too, by art moft niCC| 

Your furniture reftorcs 
To tafte polite, *till In a trice 

You're tajled put of doors. 

So a- cheating^ &c. 

The lanuyer^ with a face demure, 

Hangs him who deals your pelf; • 
Becaufe the good man can endure 

No robber but himfelf, 

• ' • So a- cheating^ 3c c. 

The quack arid high*wayman both kill ; 

What dllF'Tence can there be ? 
Save this with piftol, that with pill ; 

Your gold's the common plea. 

So a- cheat i fig t &c. 

The foldier^ bold in bloody figTits, 
Maintains his country's cauTe ; 
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But, foon as things are fet to rights, 
He tramples oa its laws. 

S9 a cAeathgf he* 



The governor^ by liberal arts, 

Rqde Indians doth reduce ; 
But, e'er he half reforms their hearts. 

He leaves them n'ev a Sous, 

So a-cbtatingi kc. 

The courtieff for his country dear^ 

His care doth ne'er relax ; 
But, e'er he long the helm doth fieer. 

He robs it by a tax* ^ 

So a- cheating^ &c« jL 



The patriot^ with, a flaming zeal,. 

Will fwear his coAUitry's loft ; 
But, once let Fortune turn the wheel> 

He'll fell it for a poft. 

So a cbeatit^f &c. 

Hh Majesty's fair charaSer 

To touch, I would be loth ;. 
Nor need 1,^-for his mimfier^ 

Can cheat enough for both* 

So a-ciiatingi 5cc* 



The Bu/fuind cheats his loyiog wife,. 
And CO a miflrels gbes ; 
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While ^/ agaio» (o eafe her life» 
CarouCea with the ^aux. 

So a-chcatijig^ &c. 

The tenant doth the fteward nick» 

(So low thU art we find ;) 
The fienuard doth his lordihip tricky 

And he tricks all mankind. 

' So a' cheating f Bcc, 

One da fs there is, to whofe fair lot^ 

No cheating art (hould'^IJ, 
They're f/fr^xall'd;— but, when, they do't, 

They cheat us word of all. 

So a'chcat'ingi &c. 

Thus a/I the -*wor/d ^-cheating goes, 

For pleafure or for pelf; 
But, in the end,, experience (hews, 
The cheater cheats himfelf. 

So a -cheating w^V/ nfft gOy not go^^^not go; 
So a- cheating njjeUi not go. 
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/ 

The General T q abt. 

Here's to the maiden of bafhful fifteen, 
Aqd^ Here's to the Wido^w of fifty ; 
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Here's to the boM and extrlif agaiit queen, 
And, Here's to the housewife tbat'a thrifty. 
I^t th toaft pafsy drink to the lafs^ 
/ nuarrant JheUl provi an.excufttfor the glafi, 

Here'fe to the maiden- whofe dimple* we prize» 
And, llkewilVy to her that hat none. Sir ; 

Andy Here's to the maid with a-panr of black- eyes, 

Aodi Here^s to her that's but one, Sir. 

Let tbt Uaji fiafs^ &c. 
• 

Here's to the maid with a bofom as (how» 
And, to her that is brown as a berry ; 

And, Here's to the wife with a ftice full ofwoe^ 
And, Here's to the girl that's merry. 

Letjhc toa^ pafit ftc. 

Let her be clumfy, or Iw her be neat, 
Young or ancient, I care not » feather ; 

But fif] the pint-bumper up to the brim^ 
And' let ui e^n toaft them together. 

Lft the totift pafst &c. 



ff IV^ (? 32v 

When firft,.by fond Damon, Flavella was fcen, 
He flight! y regarded her air or her mein; 
The charms of her mind he ah>ne did commend^ 
Not warmM* as a knrer, but cool as a friend': 
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From friendihip (aot paifion );hifl. raptures did moYtt 
And the fwain brtgg'd hii heart wai a ftranger to 
love* 

Newcharmahe dircover*d».af more (he waskDown^ 
Her face grew a wozider» her talie was hit own ; 
Her manaera were gentle^ her feniie was refiyi'd^ 
And oh. 1 what dear virtues beam'd forth ip-. her 

mind ; 
Yet dill for the fandioa of fVtendihip he firove» 
'Till a iigh gave the omen aod fhew'd it was Fove, 

Now, proud to be conquered, he fight for the Fanr> 
Grows do)l to all pleafure i hut being with her 
He's mute, while his heart* firings are ready to breaks 
For the fear of gffending forbids him to fpeak ; 
But wanders a willing example to prove^ 
** That friend(h4p with woman k Mcr to love.'' 

A loveiv thus- coaquer-'d, can ne'er give offence ; 
Not a dupe to her fmiles^but a flave to her fenfe: 
His pafuon^ nor wrinkles, nor age can allay. 
Since founded on that which can never decay ; 
And tinoe, that will beauty's fhort empire remove^ 
Increadpg her reafoo, increa&s bia love. 
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5 N G 33. 

Sung in Shakespeare's Jubilee. 

X' E Wftrwick(hire lads, and ye UtStSf 
See what at our Jilbilee paffes-; -■ • ' 
Comii reTelaway, rejoice, and be glad, 
Fur the lad ef ftU lads wa<^ a'WarwidLfhIre lad, 

Wartwickjhire lads^ all he glad^ 
Fir the lad of all lads^ &c. 

Be proud of the charms of your country. 
Where Nature has lavifh'd her bounty, 
Whtre much (he has given, and fome to be fpar'd, & 
For the bard of all bards was a Warwicklhire bard, ^ 
JVanwtckJhire hard^ never pair^dj 5c c. Sjp 

■Each Qiire has its differant pleafurest 
]^ach (hire has its different treafures, 
But to rare Warwick(hire all mud fubmtt. 
For the wit of all wits was a Warwickihire wit, 
JVartwick/!?ire nvit^ honu Ae writ I 5c c. 

Pld B^en, Thomas Otway, John Dryden, 
And half ft kope anore we took pride in ; 
Of famous Will Congreve we boaft too the (kill, 
But the Will of all Wills was a WarwickOiirc Will, 
Warwckjlnre Will, viatchlefs Jiill I &c. 



Our Shakcfpcare comparM is to no man, 
Nor Frenchman, npr Grecian, nor Romani 
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Their fvran tre all gecfe to the ATon^ fweet fwan, 

And the man of all men was a Warwickfhire man, 

Wamuickjhire mattf Avon^s fwan^ &c. 

As venTon is very inviting. 
To ileal it our bard took delight in : 
To make his friends merry he never was lag} 
And the wag of all wags was a Warwickfhire wag, 

IVarnuickJhire nvag% ever hrag% &c. 

There never was feen fuch a creature, 

Of all (he was worth he robb'd Nature : 

He took all her fmilesy and he took all her grief. 

And the thief of all thieves was a Warwickihire tbicfy 

WariJitick/hire thief ^ he*s the chief ^ 
F9r the thief kc. 
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LoTB IN DiSGUISI. 

J\,T Totterdown-hill there dwelt an old pair^ 

And it may be they dwell there ftill ; 
Much riches indeed didn't fall to their fhare, 

They kept a fmall farm and a mill : 
But, fully content with what they did get, 

They knew not of guile or of arts ; 
One daughter they had, and her name it was Bet, 

And (he was the pride of their hearts* 
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JNfut-brawn were her locks, her fhape it was ftraigbt, 

Her eyes were as black as a. floe. 
Her teeth were milk* white, full (mart was her gait. 

And fleck was her fkia as a doe : 
All thiick were the clouds, and the rain it did pour. 

No bit of true blue could bp fpy'd ; 
A child wet andcold came and knock'datthedoor, 

Its mam it had loft, and It cry 'd 

Young Bet was as mild as the mornings of May, 
The babe flie hugg'd clofe to her breaft ; 

She chaff^'d him all o'er, and he fmiPd as he^ay^ 
She kifs*d him and lulPd htm to reft : 

Fttt who do you think (he had got for her prize ? 
Why, Loire ! that fly mafter of arts ; 

No fooner he Wak'd but he dropt his dtfgmiCf 

And fhew'd her his wings and his darts. 

• • • ' • "^ » . 

Quoth he, I am Love, but be not afraid^ 

Though all I makefhake at my will ; 
So good and fo kind have you been, my fair mald^ 

No harnr (h^l- you &el from my ikitl ; 
My mother ne'er dealt with fuch fondnefs by me ; 

A friend you fhall frnd in me ftill : 
Take my quiver and fhoot, and be greater than fhe, 

The Venui of Tottcrdown-hill. 
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SONG 35. 

V>|OME let's hae mair wine in, 
Bacchus hates repining, 
Venus Iocs nae dwining, 

LrCt's be blyth and free : 
Away with dull. Here t'ye, Sir^ 
Your miftrcfs, Robie, gi'es her, 
We'll drink her health wi' ple^ifare, 

Wha's belov'd by thee. 

Then let Peggy warm ye, 
That's a lafs can charm ye, 
And to joys alarm ye. 

Sweet it fhe to me. 
Some angel ye wad ca' her. 
And never wifh nae brawer, 
If ye bareheaded faw her, 

Kiltit to the knee. 




Peggy & dainty lafs is : 
Come let's join our glaffes, ♦ 
And refrcfh our haufes. 

With a health to thee. 
Let coofs their cafh be clinking, 
Be ftatefmen tint- in thinking, 
While we with love afnd drinking, 

Gie our cares the lie. 
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SONG 36. 

A?tf»^ 5y Mri Smith in the Deserter. 

OOME how my Spindle I miflaidy 

And loft it underneath the grafs j ' 
DamoD advancingi bow'd his head. 
And faid, What feek you pretty lafs : 
A little love when urg'd with care. 
Oft leads a heart, and leads it far. 

Ofl leads a hearty &c. 

*Twa8 pai&ng by yon fpreading Oak| 

That I my Spindle loft juft now ; 
His knife then kindly Damon toek> 
And from the tree he cut a bough ; 
A little love when urgM with care, 
Will lead a heart and lead it far. 

A little lovCi &c. 

Thus did the youth his time employ, 

While me he tenderly beheld ; 
He talked of love, I leap'd for joy, 
For ah, my heart did fondly yield : 
A little love when urg'd with care, 
Will lead a heart, and lead it far. 

A little hve, &c. 
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SONG 37. 

By Lord Lyttleton. 

VV HEN Delia on the grove appears, 
Aw*d by a thoufand tender fears ; 
I would approach, but dare not movei 
Tell me, my heart, if this be love. 

Whcn'er flic fpeaka, my ravjfh'd ear 
No other voice but her's can hear. 
No other's wit but her's approve ; 
Tell me, my heart, 'if this be love. 

If (he fome other fwain commend, M 

Though I was once his fondeft friend, ^^ 

His inftant enemy I prove; 
Tell me, my heart, if this be love. 

When flie's abfent, I no more 
Delight in all that pleas'd before ; 
The cleared dream or fliadieft grove ; 
Tell me, my heart, if this be love. 

When fond of powV, of beauty vain. 
Her nets flie fpreads for ev'ry fwain, 
I drove to hate, but vainly drove; 
Tell me, my heart, if this be love. 
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S iV G 38. 
The Lakdsca?e. — Tune, Gilderoy. 
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OW pleas'd with my native bowers^ 

E'crwhi)c I pafs'd the day ; 
Was ever fcene fo deck'd with flowers ? 

Were ever flow'rs fo gay ? 
How fweetly fmird the hill, the vale, 

And all the landfcape round! 
The river gliding down the dale ! 

.The hiU with beeches crownM 1 

\^ But now, when wry*d by tender woes t 

I fpeed to meet my dear, *yl 

That hill and ftream my zeal oppofe, 

And check my fond career. 
No more, fince Daphne was my theme, 

Their wonted charms 1 fee; 
That verdant hill and filverdream 

Divide my love and me, 

V 

S N G 39- 

Come live with me, and be my love, 
And we will all the pleafures prove, 
That hillti and vallies, dale and field, 
■ And all the craggy mountains yield. 
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There will wc fit upon the rocks, 
And fee the (hepherds feed their flocks. 
By (hallow rivers, to whofe fall, 
Melodious birds fing madrigal. 

v. 

There will I make beds of rofes, 
With a thoufand fragrant pofies, 
A cap of flowers, and a kirtle, 
Embroidered all with leaves of myrtle : 

A gown made of the fineft wool, 
Which /rom our pretty lambs we pull; 
Slippers lin'd choicely for the cold, 
With buckles of the purefl; gold ; 

A belt of ftraw, and ivy buds, 
With coral clafps, and amber iluds ; 
And if thefe pleafures ma"y thee move, 
Then live with me, and be my love. 

The fliepiierd fwains (hall dance and fing> 
For thy delight each May morning :,- 
If thefe delights thy mind may move. 
Then live wiih me, and be my love. 

4R^>«4^«*^«>^~»^» •^••••0***«^*"*4^'*'^ '•♦'"'^►««*0«'i»0« ^ nii4 4>w»^-''< ■♦< S b* 

8 N G 40. 

The Nymph^sReply. 

II IF: thai the world and love were young, s 

jL And truth in every (hepherd's tongue, J^ 
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Thcfc pretty plcafurcs might mc more 
To live with thee, and be thy love. 

But time drives flocks from field to fold, 
When rivers rage, and rocks grow cold. 
And Philomel becometh dnmb, 
And all complain of cares to come. 

The flow'rs do fade, and wanton fieldt 
To wayward winter reckoning yields ; 
A honey tongue, and heart of gall. 
May pleafures turn to forrows all. 

Thy gowns, thy (hoes, thy beds of rofes, 
Thy cap, thy kirtle, and thy pofies 
Soon break, foon wither, foon forgotteo. 
In folly ripe, in reafon rotten. 

Thy belt of ft raw, and ivy buds^ 
Thy coral clafps, and amber ftuds, 
All thofe in me no means can move. 
To come to thee, and be thy love. 

But could youth laft, and love flill breed, 
Had joys no date,' nor age no need; 
Th«n thefe delights my mind might *move. 
To live with theci and be thy love. 
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/ 

ONG, long I defpairM a young fhepherd to findj 



Nor proud of his fnerit, nor falfe as the wind ; 
But, at lall^ I have got a dear lad to my mind ; 

Oh ! I never can par^ witli my Willy : 
We hied to the altar laft Midfummer-day ; 
I blufh'd all the while, and fcarce knew what to fay ; 
But I vow'd (I remember) to love and obey : 

Can I do any lefs by my Willy !" ^ 

His breath is as fragrant as fre(h morning air ; 
His face than the rofe is more ruddy, I fwear ; 
And his kiffes as fweet — oh I beyond all compare J 

There is not fuch a lad as my Willy. 
Wnth him none pretends or to pipe or to play. 
But what tcfldcr foft things docs the fhepherd not 

fay ? 
With cafe, I am fure, he might ileal hearts away : 

But. I'll never diftruft thee, dear Willy. 

When I droop'd all in pain, and hung down my 
head, 
How kindly he watch *d me ! what'tears did he flied ! 
He ne'er left me a moment *till ficknefs was' fled : 

Can I ever forget thee, dear Willy ? 
Should Death from my fight tear the fhepherd fo 

true. 
Let him take, if he chufes, then, me away too ; 
Tor why (liould I tarry, or what could I do, 

Should I lofe fuch a lad as my Willy ? 
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To the Tune of. Roslin-Castlb* 

J3 Y the mountain's fide rech'ning» 

Gazing o'er the landfcape round ^ 
FlowVjr meads, and verdant valleys^ 

Which with fertile fweets abound.^ 
Kind indulgent Nature gives us 

Sweets like tliefe that ne'er can cloy; 
Doubly bleft wouM be our portion, 

Cou'd we but thefe fweets enjoy. 

Mark the rudic, gailj whi(lling» 

Followed by his faithful dog ; 
And yon coy and bluflung maiden^ 

With her ribbons juft in vogue ; 
Happier he than courtly nobles> 

All in folly's tinfel drcft ; 
Happier (he than jewell'd ladies. 

With a far more peaceful breaft. 

Down befide yon bank of rofcs, 

See ! the (liepherd tunes his reed ; 
While his bleating lambkins round hina 

Gaily gambol on the mead. 
From the crowded glaring city 

Far and dKlant let me dwell $ 
All its blazitrg pomp and grandeur^ 

Sweets like thefe can far czcelh 
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Thi Absimt Loyi&» 

I.E gentle gales that fan the fair, 

And wanton in the (hady grove, 
O ! whifpcr to my abfent fair, 

My fecret pa!n, and endlefs love. 

And, in the fultry heat of day 

When /he does feek fome coot retreat, 
Throw fpicy odours in her way. 

And fcatter rofes at her fett.— 



6 
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That when (he fees their colour fade. 
And all their pride ncgledled lie. 

Let that inftru6^ the charming maid. 
That fweets untimely gather*d die. 

And when (he lays her down to reft. 
Let fome aufpicious vifion (how 

Who 'tis that loves Camilla bcft. 
And what for her I undergo. 
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By Lord Lyttlitom. 

J. HE heavy hours are almoft paft 
That part my love and me ; 
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My longing eyes may hope, at laftf 

Their* only wi(h to fee : 
But how» my. Delia, will you meet 

The man you've loll fo long \ 
Will love in all your pulfes' beat» 

And tremble on your tongue l 



Will you in every look declare 

Your heart is ftill the fame ; 
And heal each idly anxious carci 

Our fears in abfence frame ? 
Thu8» Delia, thus I paint the fcene 

When (hortly w€ (hall meet, 
And try what yet r^ains, between, 

Of loit'ring time to cheat. 

But, if the dream thak^fooths my mind 

Shall falfe and groundlcfs prove ; 
If I am doomM at length to find 

You have forgot to love ; 
All I of Venus afk is this. 

No more te let us join ; 
But grant me here the flatt'ring blifa 

To dte% and think you mine. 
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M. HE world it a well furnifli'd table. 
Where guefts are promifc*ou(ly fet : 
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We all fare at well at we're able, 
4nd fcramble for what we can get. 

My fimile holds to a title ; 

Some gorge, while foroe fcarce have a tafte : 

But if L'm. CQDtent with a little^ 
Enough is as good m a feaft. 
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i O all my good friends thefe verfes I feod, 
It is neither to beg^nor to crave^ 
What tho' I be poor, and have not great ftore, 

Tm content wit^the little I have. 
I never for want, (hall look coldrife or fcant> 
Tho' many thc;re be that do fo; 
* Bui rihntrry hCy love him that loves me^ 
AndL^are not «tiihich nuay the>fw$rldgo, 
fiut ni merry be^ love bim that loves mCf 
And I care not *which ivay tie *world go, 

There*t"imany a niifer has more than enough, ' 

Why fhould 1 repine at his blifs, 
For I am content, with what heaven hat fent. 

And I hope I've faid nothing amifs. 
Let him enjoy wealth, and I my good healthi 

With monej to pay what I owe^ 
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Then ril laugh and fmg, be as merrjr as a king, 
And I care not which way the world go. 

But I (hall take care, before that Vm gone, 
What is all this gay world to me, 
' Why ihould I "be fad, for what I ne'er had, 
But amongil my good friends let it flee. 
Left about my eftate, there (hould be a debate^. 
When my head it is lying full low ; 

Some rogue may ertjoj it^ nuhoni I never meant ^ 

. So ril drink it *which nuay the *worldgo. 
Some rogue may enjoy itf m>hom I never meant % 
So rU drink it *whicb nuay the nuorldgo. 



SONG 47. 

Sung hy Mr Baih^istir. 

When 'tis night, and the mid- watch is come. 
And chilling niiils hang o'er the darken'd main, 
Then (ailor's think of their far diilant home. 
And of thbfe friends they ne'er meet again : 
But when the fight's begun 
'Each ferving at his gun. 
Should any thought of them come o'er our rnind^ 

We think but ihould the day be won, 
How 'twill chear their hearts to h^ar. 
That their old companion he was onc.~ 
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Or, my lad, if you a miftrefs \ind. 

Have left on fliorfy fome pretty girl and true^ 
Who many a night doth liften to the wind^ 

And wakes to think how it may fare with you. 
O ! when the fight's begun,' 
£ach ferving at hit gun, 
Should any thought of her come o*er your mindf 

Think only (hould the day be won. 
How 'twill chear her heart to hear, 

Tiiat her own true failor he was one. 
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j^n old bottle' Song, 



HE man that is drunk is void of all care ; 
He needs neither Paj;thlan, quiver or fpcar ; 
The Moor's poifon'd dart Le fcorns for to wield^ 
His bottle alone is Lis weapon and fhield. 

Undaunted he goes among bullies and whores, 
Demoliflies windows, and breaks open doors ; 
He revels all night, is afraid of no evil, 
\ And boldly dtfies both do6tor and devil. 

" As late I rode out with my (kin full of wine> 
Incuraber'd neither with care nor with corn, 
I boldly confronted a horrible dun ; 
A£Frighted as foon as he faw me, he run. 
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No monfter codd put you to half fo much fear, 
Should he in Apulia's forefl appear : 
In Africa's defert there never was feen 
A monfter fo hated by gods, and. by men. 

Come, place me, ve deities, under the line. 
Where grows not a tree, not a plant, but the vine : 
^ O'er hot burning fands I'll fwcltcr and fweat, 
Barefooted, with nothing to keep off the heat : 

Or — place me where fun(hinc isne'cr to be found. 
Where the earth is winter eternally bound ; 
- Ev'n there I would nought but my bottle require. 
My bottle Hiould warm me, and fill me wi' fire. 

My tutor may job me, and lay me down rules. 
Who mind them but wild philfophical fools ! 
For when I am old, and can no more drink, 
'Tis time enough then to fit down and think. 

'Twas thus Alexander was tutor'd in vain. 
For he thought Ariftotle an afa for his pain ; 
' His forrow he us'd in full bumpers to drown. 
And when he was drunk, then the world was his own. 

This world is a tavern, with liquor well ftor'd, 
And into it I came to be drunk as a lord ; 
My life is the reckoning which freely I pay. 
And when I'm dead drunk, then I'll ftagger away. 
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J3PRING renewing all things gay. 
Nature's dilates all obey,; 
In each creature we noay fee 
The efle€l of love's degree : 

This their ftate, 

Such their fate ; 
Do not, Molly, be too late. 

Look around, and fee them play. 
All are wanton while they may ; 
Why ihould precious lime be loft, k 
After Summer comes a froft : 

All purfue 

Nature's due; 
Let us, Molly, do fo too. 

Flowers all around us blowing, 
Herd^ in ev'r^Mneadow lowing. 
Birds on ev'ry branch are wooing, 
Turtles all around us cooing : 

Hark ! they coo, 

Sec ! they woo. 
Let us, Molly, do fo too. - 

Mark ! how kind yon fwain and lafs, 
Yonder fitting on the grafs, 
See 1 how earneftly he fues, 
While fliCi blufliifig« can't refufe: 
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Sec 1 yon two. 
How ihcy woo; 
Let us, Molly, do fo too. 

Msrrk ! that cloud above the plain, 
See ! it feems to threaten rain ; 
Herds and flocks do run together. 
Seeking (helter from the weather: 
Fear not you, 
ril be true; 
Let us, therefore, do fo too. 
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O pleafe me' the more, and to change the dull 
fcenc, 
My fwain took me oft to the fports on the green-; 
' I And to every fine fight would he tempt me to roam, 
For he fear'd that my heart (hould grow weary at 
home. 

To yield to my fhepherd, fo fond and fo kind, 
I left my dear cot' and true pleafures behind; 
And oft' as I went, faw 'twas folly to roam. 
For falfe all the joys were that grew not at home. 

To flirt and be prais'd, was to tnc xio delight, 
I figh'd for no fwain with my owri in my fight ; 
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Then how could I widi all abroad thus to roam. 
When love and contentment were always at home. 

Ltke the bjid ro the cage, who*i been kept there 
fo long, 
I'm bled, as I can be, and fing ifiy glad fong ; 
I afk not again in the woodlands to roam^ 
Nor choofe. to be free, nor to fly from my home. 

Ye nymphs and ye fhephcrds, fo frolic and gay, 
Who in roving, now flutter your moments away; 
Believe it, my aim (hall be never to roam. 
But to live all my days, and be happy at home. 
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jTjLH! why mud words my flame reveall 
What need my Damon bid me tell 

What all my anions prove ! 
A blufh,. whene'er I meet his eye, 
Whene'er I hear his name, a figh, 

Betrays my fecret love. 

In at] their fports upon the plain^ 
My eyes, dill fix'4 Od him, remain^ 

And him alone approve; 
The reft, unheeded, dance or play. 
From all he deals my praife away ; 

And can he doubt my love! 
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Whene'er we meet, my looks confefs 
The joys which all my foul poflcfSf 

And evVyxare remove ; 
Still, ftilLtoo fliort appears his ftay, 
The moments fly too fwift away ; 
Too faft for my fond love. 

Does any fpeak in Damon's pralfc ^ 
So pleas'd am I with all he fays, 

I ev*ry word approve ; 
But IS he blam*d, ahho* in jcft, 
I feel refentment fire my breaft, 

Alas J becaufc 1 Ibve, 

But, O I what tortures tear my heart. 
When I fufpedl his looks impart 

The Icaa defirc to rove : 
I hate the maid who gives me pain, 
Yet lilm to hAtc I ftrive in vain j 

For, ah r that bate it lo?e. 

. Then ailc not wcrla, but read mine eyes, 
Believe my blufhcs, truft my fighs j 

My paflion theCt will prove : 
Words oft deceive, and Tpring from art 5 
But the true hinguagc of my heart 

To Dambo, muft be kwf* 
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SONG S2. 
By Lord Ltttlbton to his Lucy* 

X O him that in in hour nuft die 
Not fwifterYeems that hour to fiy, . 
Than flow the viinutct feem to roe, 
Which keep me from the fight of thee« 

No more that trembling wretch woii'd g»?e 
Another day or year to lire, 
Than I -to ftorten what remaiaa 
Of that long hour which thee detains. 

Oh ! come to my inipatieDt arms, 
! come with all thy heat'oly charms^ 
At once to juftify and pay 
The paia I fepl ^qm this delay. 
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SONG 53. 

Down amang the Broom. 

£>RAW, braw lada of Qalla- Water» 
O ! braw lads of Galla-\Vater ; 

1*11 kilt my cfoata aboon my knee 
And follow my love through the water. 

Sae fair her hair^ fae breat h4lr brow, 
Sae bonny blue her eeo, my dearie ; 
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'Sac white her teeth, f«e (weet her mou% 
The roair Lkifs, (he's ay my dearie. 

O'er yoD bank, and o'er yon Brae, 
O'er yon moTs amang the hcaihei^f. . 

Ill kilt Biy coat« aboon my knee» 
And follow my Love thra' the water*. 

r 

Down amang the broom, the broom, 
IXown amaog the broom^ my dearici^. 

The ladle loft a filken.fnood, 

Tluit coil her mony a blerl. and bleary;, 
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To the TiiBC of th^ fbrcgofcg.. 
iNQ Kpofe can 1 dlfcover,. 
NoY find joy without my lover ; 
Can' I day when. (he's not near me ;- 
Gru^l Fates I once deign to hear me. 

The charms of f»randcur don't decoy mc^, 
Faif Eliza^fDoft'erijoy m'r ; . /.' 

My crown and;fceptre I redgn, ' ■ 

The (hepherd's life ib^ ftill be miafit 
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V-Jn thy banks, gcntre Tay, when I breath'd 

th^dDft flute, -^ ,■ 
To my CTioc'g fwect accents attention lat mutej 
To her voice with what tranfport I (weird the flow 

flrain^ 
Or returned dying roeafures in echoea again : 
Little Cupid bea,t time, and the gftfcei aroqnd 
Taught with ^yen di^ifloiM to-yary ^hefoiuid*: / 

If ' ' ■ 

From my Chloe rembv'd when I \}td it complain. 
And warble fmooth numbers tofooth love-fickpain ; 
How much altered it feems as the riflng notes flow, 
And the foft- falling (Irain; how- tpfipidly jfbw ; \ 
I will play then no m.or;e, for it's her yoicq alonte 
Muft enrapture my foul to ealiyefl ita tooc*. . 
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& N G s6. . , 
Thb Maid thax^s ma&b for Lqve ano-Mi. 

\J ! W.oulb!st thou know what facred bhsMrm« 
This deitin'd heart oC^minc alarms %^ 
What kind of nymph the heav*ns decree, 
The maid that's made for love and me. ^ 
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Who pants to hear the figh fincere. 
Who melts to fee the tender tear ; 
From each ungentle pailion free. 
Se.fuch the maid that's made for me. 

Who joys whene'er (he fees me gla4jf,; 
Who forrows when (he fees me fad ; 
For peace and me can pomp refign. 
Such the heart that's made for mine. 

Whofe (bttl with gen*rous friendfhip g1owS| 
Who kth thie bleffing (he beftows ; 
Geqtle to al)» but kind to me. 
Such be mincy j*f fuch there be. 

# 

Whofe genuine thoughts, devoid of art. 
Are al¥ the natives of her heart ; 
A gentte train from falfehood frtc. 
Such the maid that's made for me. 



^ ^ Avaunt ! ye light coquets ! retire 
Whom glitt'ring fops around admire ; 
Unmov'd your tinfel charms I fee ; 
More genuine beSinties are made for me. 

Should Lote» fianta(tic as he ts, ' 
Raife up fome rival to my blifa ; 
Afi<i Aoittld (he change,— but^ can that be i 
No other maid it made for roc. 
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ne yavtal Huntfmert. 



WAY to the field, fee the morniag looki 

grey* 
And, fweetly bedappled, forbodes a fioe day.: 

The houodsare all eager the fport to embrace^ 

And carol aloud to be led to the^chace. 

Thefi harki in the morrty to the call of the horn^ 

And join nuith the jovial crena ; _-, 

While the feafon invites^ *with all its delights^ 

The health giving cbace to furfue. 



i 



C How ^charming the fight, when Aurora ftrft dawnt; 

\ To fee the bright beagles fpcead o?er the lawns* 
To welcome the fun, now returning from reft. 
Their matt ins they chant as they oicnrily qoeft. 

Then harkf &C. 

But oh.! how each bofom with'traDfport it fiH«|^ 
To ftart, juft as Phcebos peeps over the hills, 
While jo^oirt, from valley to valley refounds, 
The ihouts of the hunters, ^nd cry of the heunds. 
Then harjt^ &c, 

See how the brav^ hunters wiih courage elate. 
Fly hedges or ditches, or top the barr'd gate ; 
Borne by their bold couriers, no dangers they fcf r. 
And ^wz to the winds all vexation and W^ 
. Then barkf ^c, 
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Ye citiety fot the.chace> quit the joys of the town. 
And fcorn the dull pleafure of fleeping in town ; 
Uncertain your toilf or for honour or wealth ; 
Ours dill is repaid with contentment and health. 
Tien harif kc» 
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SONG 5^. 

Tie Hunifnian's Call 

JLIb yon hear, brother fportfman^ the found of 
the hor0» 

And yet the fweet pleafure decline ; 
l^or fhame, rouze yoor fenfes, and ere it is morbj 

With me the fweet melody join. 

Thro^ the wood aad the Talley the traitor we*U 
rally, 

Nor quit hifh» till panting he lies ; 
V^Ue hounds, in full cry, thro' hedges (hall fly» 

And chace the fwift hare till (he dies. 

Then faddle your ftead to the meadows and fields. 

Both willing and joyous repair ; 
No paftime in life greater happinefs yields^ 

Then chafing the fox or the hare. 

For fiich'^comfortSy my friend, on the fportfman 
Attend, 
No pleafure like hunting it feurid \ 
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For when it is o'er, as briik as beforci 
Next morning we fpurn up the ground. 

S O N G 59. 

_ '• 

X HO' my drefs and mj manners -are fitaple and 

plain, 
A rafcal I hate, apd a knave I difdaid ; 
My dealings are juft, and my confcience is clear, 
^' And I'm richer than thofe who have thoufands 
a- year. 

Tho' bent down with age, and for fporting un- 
couth, 

I feel no remorfe for th^e follies of youth ; 
I ftill tel^my tale, and rejoice in my fong, 
And, my boys, think my age not a moment too 
long. 

Let the courtiers, thofe dealers in grin and 
grimace, 
Creep under, dance over, for title or place ; 
Above all the titles that flow from a throne, 
That of honeft 1 prize, and that title's my own. 
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SONG 60. 

T/)e Tutor. 



ipMEy my faired, learn of mc, * 

Learn to give and take the blifs ; 
Come, my love, here's none but we, * 

I'D inftraa thee how to kifs : 
Why turn from rae that dear face ? 

Why that blufh and down caA eye ? 
Come, come, meet my fond embrace. 

And the nuitus^I rapture try. 

Throw thy lovely twining arms 

Round my neck, or round my waifl ; 
And, while J devour thy charms, 
- Let n)e clofejy be embrac'd : 
Then, what foft ideas rife. 

And your gay dcfires grow ftrong ; 
Let them fparklc in thine eyes, 
' Let them murmur from thy tongue. 

To my bread with rapture cling. 

Look with tranfport on thy face ; 
Kifs me, prcfs me, ev*ry thing. 

To endear the fond embrace. 
EvVy tender jpame of love, 

In foft wkifpers let me hear ; 
And let fpeaking nature prove 

Every extacy fia'cere. 
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S N G 6i. 

Sweet Annie frae the Sea-Beech. 

Sweet Annie frae the feafeeech ctme, 

Where Jocky fpecl'd the ▼effel'« fide ; 
Ah ! wha can keep their heart at hame* 

When Jocky'« toft aboon the ty-de. 
Far afF ^o diAant realms he gangs, 

Yet I'll be true a^ he has been ; 
And when ilk' lafs about him thrangs. 

He'll think on me hit faithfu' ain. 

I met our wealthy laird ycftr^en, 

Wi' gou'd in hand'he tempted me; 
'Hx prais'd my brow, my rolling cen, 

And made a brag o' what he'd ^ic. 
What tho* my Jocky 's far awa'» 

Toft up and down the awfome maiR, 
I'll keep my heart anithcr day, 

Since Jocky may return again. 

Nae mair, falfe Jamie ! fing nae mair. 
And fairly caft your pipe away; 

My Jocky wad be troubl'd fair. 
To fee his friend his love betray : 

For a' your fangs and verft are vain, 
While Jocky 's not^s do faithfu' flow; 

My heart to him (hall true remaini 
I'll keep it for my confttnt jo. 
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Blaw faft, yc gales ! round Jocky'a head, 

And gar your waves be ca'm and ftill ; 
His kameward fail with breezes fpeedi 

An4 dinna a* my pleafure fpill. 
What tho* my Jocky's far away^ 

Yet he will braw in filler fhinc ; 
IMI keep my heart ,anither day, 

Since Jocky may again be mine. 
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}f% «« Sweet Annie," tranflated from the Scots. 
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Sweet Annie flowly left the fliore, 

Where Damon climb'd the vcflcrs fide ; 
Alas ! my heart knows home no more, 

Since Damon's tofi*d along the tide : 
Yet (hall my heart flill faithful prove. 

For faithful ever is my fwain; 
Abfent he thinks on Annie's love, 

And foreign beauties charm in vain. 

His gold let wealthy Strcphon (how. 
And the fbpmlh arts of flatt'ry try ; 

And praife the polifli of my brow, 
Likewife the luftre of mine eye. . 

What tho' to diftant regions horO| * 
My lover rides tiie awful deep. 
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111 watt and hope for hi» return, 
And all roy heart for Damon keep. 

No more, falfe Corydon; no more 

For Annie frame the luring lay ; 
Your Damon woufd be troubled fore. 

Did you his coiftBdence betray. 
Your luring lays are all in vain, 

Your falfe dcGgns difgrace your art ; 
But melting fvireet i$ Damon's drain. 

His drain befpeaks the faithful heart. 

O ! fmile, ye flcies ! around my love ; 

Gently, ye profp'rous breezes ! blow; 
Far off, ye favage ftorms \ remove. 

Nor cloud my future days with woe. 
Full loQg, alas ! will be his day. 

But let me not at Fate repine ; 
I'll keep my heart, and wait the day. 

When Damon diall again be mine. 

S N G 62. 

Thb Wish. 

. W H^N the trees are all bare, not a leaf to be feen, 

And the meadows their beauty have ]od> 
When nature's difrob*d of her mantle of green. 
And the dreams are fad bound with the frbft ; 
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While the peafant inad^ive ftandt fhivVing withcold^ 
As bleak the winds northcrnly blow ;. 

When the innocent.flocKs run for eafe to the fbld| 
With their fleeces all covered with.fnow : 

In the yard while the cattle are fodder'd with (Irawi 

And feud forth their breath Hke a ftream ; 
And the neat- looking dairy maid fees fhe muft thaw, 

Fleaks of ice that fhe finds in her cream : 
Whjcn the fweet country maiden as frefh as the rofe. 

As fhe carelefsly trips often flides^ 
And the ruftics loud hugh, if by falling fhe (hows 

All the charms that her modefty hides. 

When the birds to the barn-door hover for food, 
As with (Uence they refl on the fpray ; 

And the poor tired hare in vain feeka the wood. 
Left her footfteps her coarfe fhoold betray. 

When the lad» and the lafieSi in company join'd, 
In a croud round the. embers are met. 

Talk of fairies and witches that ride on the wind, 
. And of gbofts/till they're all in a fweet : 

Heav'o grant in this feafon it may be my lot. 

With the nymph whom I love and admire, 
Whilft the icicles hang from the eves of my cot, 

I may thither in fafety retire. 
Whare in neatneb aiKi quiet, and free from furprife. 

We may live, and no bardihips endure, 
Nor feel any turbulent paflions arife, 

But fuck as each other may cure* 
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UARDIAN angels ! now proUd me. 
Send, ah ! fend the youth I love ; 

Deign, O ! Cupid» to dtreA me» 
Lead me to the myrtle-grove : 

Bear my figha, fofc floating air. 

Say, I love him to defpair ; 

Tell him, *ti5 for him I grieve, 

Eor him alone I wifh to live. 

Mid fecluded dells I'll wander. 

Silent as the (hades of night. 
Near fome bubbling rill's meander. 

Where he oft has bleft my fight : 
There to weep the night away, 
There to wade in fighs the day ; 
Think, fond youth, what vows you fwore. 
And mu(l I never fee thee more. 

Then reclufe flialj be my dwelling. 
Deep in fome fcqucftVed vale ; 

There, with mournful cadence fwcUing, 
Oft' repeat my love-fick talc : 

And, the lark and phllomel 

Oft' fhall hear a virgin tell. 

What's the i^aia to bid adieu 
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To thf Tunc of the feregotng^ 



.OP£XJBSS ftil^, in fileat toguiO^ 
Far from her whom I adore ;. 

Muft I ever love and- Iaogui(h» 

D2}om'd to view her face no more l 

Muft I f!y to fcenes of wo ! 

Muft I ev^'ry blifs forego f 

Vihy fhould Fate fo cruel prove,. 

Alas ! that ever I did love ? 

Va,In my purpofe to forget her. 
Fancy gives her ta my eyes ; 

See ! ten thoufand'chshrms befet her ; 
See ! her dear idea rife : 

See ! fair maid,, my dying bloom ; 

S^ ^ a tender youth confume : . 

Sad, for ever, let me (Iray, 

To mourn and (igb my life away. 

Far from human crowds retiring. 
Stranger to the voice of Fsime,. 
In fome lonefome vale expiring, 

Of a conftant— haplefs ffame :. 
There, when worthlefs life is o'cr> 
And the cares of love no more, 
Weeping nymphs my grave (hall fee^ 
And paifiug loveri pity roe. 
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To the Tune of, Thb Birks or IirrsRMAY. 

What tho* the meads be deck'd with flow'rt. 
What the' the daify paints the greea, 

Celia no mere does charm the hours. 
Nor does (he grace the fylvan fcene. 

Though now the h'nnets chant their foag. 
And nightingfbles their tuneful lay ; 

Sweet emblems of my Celia's tongue ! 
No more ye pleafie — my love's away. 

I thought this beauteouv landfcape, gay, 
Thefe gilded bow'rsy cou'd charm my view ; 

I labour'd oft my Love taftay. 
And rural paftimes (o renew. 

P ! happy days f when wtth my Love 

I wander'd in the flowry vale ; 
Or when fhe detgaM to haunt the grove. 

And lifton ^o my artlefs tale. 

I've heard her fay, ** the vale'w«8 lair, 
<* And how the daify decks the green ;** 

And to the hill (he woul^yi^iry 

And fa^V^" llAwlKauteoui was the fccne l" 

And can (he prize the city's ooife, 
Fill'd with retely pride, and ftrife ? 
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Mayhap (he yet ^ill prove the joys 
Of a domeftic country life. 

Mayhap (he'll thiriK Wthcfe lovM bow'rs, 
' Where, wing'd witli joy, ihc.mjngm fled ; 
lAnd fwift, unhotiVd, pafs'd the hours 
Beneath the ivy- mantled (hade* 

$ N G 6jf. 
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HEPHERDS, 1 hzvt loft my love, 
' Have you fcen my Anna> 
Pride of ev'ry (hady grove> 

Upon the banks of Banna : 
I for her my home forfook, 

Near yon mifty mbvntsif), 
Left my flock, my pipe, my crook. 

Greenwood (hade, and fount aiiu 

Never (ball I fee them more, 

Ufitn her returniBg, ■.. 
All thejoyj of life arc o'er, 

From gladncfd chaag'd to mourning s 
WUithec^is ny charmer dawn- 1 

Shepherds, tell mc whither ? 
Ah ! wo foe mt !' perhaps (he's gonc^ 

For ever and for'evet* ' * . * . 
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lOVE's a genlte gen'rous pa£BoD> 
Source of all fublime delights ; 
Which, with mutual inclinationy 
Two fond hearts in one unites. /. 

What are titles, pdinp, and riches. 
When comparM with true content ? 

That falfe joy which now be^vitchesi 
When obtained, .we may repent. 

Lawlefs paffion brings vexation : 
But a chafte and virtuous love. 

Is a glorious emulation 
Of the blifsful ftate above. 



SO N G <^. 
n& Secret Kiss. 

JilT the filent .evening hour, 
Two fond lovers in a bow'r^ 

Sought their mutual blifs $ 

Tho' her heart was juft relenting^ 

Tho* her eyes feem'd juil confcntbg^' 
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Since this fecret (hade he cry'd. 
Still thofe rofy blttfhef hific. 

Why, why will you refift ? 

When no tell-tale fpy is near U8| 

Eye to fee, of ear t^^hear ur, 
Who, who woMd not be kifs'd ? 

Celia hearing what he faid, 
Bluihing, lifted up her head. 

Her bread fpft'wifhes liill : 

Since, (lie cry 'd, no fpy is near U8« 

Eye to fee, o^ ear to hear us, 
Kifs, kifs^-or what you will. 
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The Borrow'd Kiss. 

S^E I langaifh ! fee I faint ! 

I nauft borrow, beg,, or fte?1 ; 
When you fee a foul in want. 

And no kind compaffion fee) ^- 
Give, or lend, or kt me take, 

One fweet kifs ; I afk no more : 
One fwect kifir, for pity's fake I . 

I'll repay it .with a fcore. 




Chloe heard, and with a fmile, 

Kind, compaffionate, and fweet ; 
Colin, 'tis a fin to deal. 

And for mc to gitc's not urect : 
But I'll lend a kifs or twain, 

To poor Colin in diftrefs ; 
Not but I'll be paid again, 

Colin, 1 mean nothing left. 
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TAe Rapture. 

Whilst on thy dear bofom lying, 

Celia, who can^peak thy blifs ; 
When the rapture Tm enjoying, 

When thy balmy lips I kifs ! 
"En^ry look with love infpirel me, 

Ev'ry touch my bofom warms ; 
EvVy melting murnfur fires me, 

Ev'ry joy is in thy arms. 

Tbofe dear eyes how foft they languid)^ 
Feel my heart with tranfport beat ; 

Pleafure turns almoft to ahgurni, 
Whea the tranfport is fo fweet : 



> 




84 



Sf C JB C I L I A ; Or, 



Think not fo divinely on fne^ 

Celia, I die with blifs ; 
Yet, yet turn thcfe eyes upon me I 

Who'd not dk a -death like this? 
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T/>e Stolen Kiss. 

V-/N a mofly bank reclln'd, * 

Beauteous Chloe lay repofing : 
0*cr her bread each am'rbus wind 

Wanton play*d its fw^ts difclofing : 
Tempted with the fmiiiiig charms, 

Colin, happy. Twain drew nigh Ijkfr, 
Softly ftole into her arms» ' ; 

Laid his fcrip .and iheep hook by her* 

O'er her downy panting breaft. 

His delighted fingers roving ; 
To her lips his lips he preft^ 

In tlie extacy of loving : 
Chloe waken'd with his kifs, 

Pleas'd» yet frowned to conceal it ; 
Cry'd, True lovers (hare the blifs, 

Why then, Colin^ wou'd you ileal it I 
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S N G 73- 

The Imaginary Kiss. 

When Fanny I faw, u Ac tripM o'cr.tlic 
grfccn, .. 

Fair, blooming, foft, artlefs, and kind ; 
Fond love in her eyes, wit and fenfe her meint 

And warnanefs, with modefty join'd : 
Tranfported with fudden amatement, (lood 

Faft rivetted down to the place ; 
Her delicate (hape, eafy rhotion, I vicw'di 

And wander'd o'er every grace. 

Ye gods ! what luxuriance of beaaiy! I C17V , ; 

What raptures mud dwell in her arnns 1 
On her lips I could feaft, on her bread I could die ; 

O Fanny ! how fwect are thy charms ! 
Whilft thus in idea r^y paffion I fed. 

Soft tranfports my fenfes invade ; 
Young Damon ftep'd up, with ihe fubftance be 
fled. 

And left me to lifs but the (hade. 



1 
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SONG 74. 

' TSe Feast. 

Jl OLLY, when your lips you join^ 
Lovely pouting lips to mine ; 
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To the bcc the flow'ry field. 
Such a banquet does not yield. 

Not the dewy morning rofc 
Soninch fweetnefi does diTclofej; 
Not the gods fuch ne6lar fip 
As CoHd, from thy balmy lip. 

Kifs me,' then, with rapture kifs ; 
We'll furpafs the gods in hltfs ; 
WeHl furpafi the gods in hlifs ; 
We'll fm-pafs, &c. 



SONG 7j. 

The Mebting Kiss. 

JLiET me fly into thy arms, - 
Let me tafte again thy charms ; 
Kifs me, prcfs me, to thy breaifti 
In raptures not to be expreft. 



H-4( 



Let me clafp thy lovely waiftr 
Throw thy arms around my neck. 
Thus embracing, and embraced, 
Nothing (hall bur raptures check. 



^ 
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Hearts with mutnal pleafurc glowing^ 
Eyes with fears of gladncfs flowing ; 
Eyes and lips, and hearts, ihall Hiow* 
Th' excefs of joy that meeting lovers know; 
Thff excefs of joy ^ Sec, 



SONG 76. 
7)S^ Reconciling Kiss. 

AVh Y that fadnefs oa thy brow > 

Why that flarting chryftal tcari 
Deareil Polly let nae know. 

For thy grief I cannot bear. 
Polly with a iigh reply *d, 

What needs I the caufe impart j 
Did not you this moment chide ? 

And you know it breaks my heart* 



Colin, melting as (he fpoke. 

Caught the fair one in his arms ; 
O, my dear ! thy tender (oek 

Every paiSon quite difarms. 
By this dear relenting kifs> 

I'd no auger in my thought ; - . 
Come, my love, by this, and this| 

Let our quarrels be forgoU 
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As whea fodden flormj rain 

Ev'ry drooping ilow'rct fpoils | 
When the fun (hines out again, 

AU.the iace of Nature (mUes. 
Polly fo revived and checr'd, 

By her Colio's kind embrace^ 
Her declining head up iear'd^ 

Sweetly fmiling in his face. 



SONG 77. 

W ^TH an honeft old friend, ami a merry oTd long, 
And a flaik of old port, let me fit the night long ; 
And laugh at the malice of tbofe who repiee. 
Thai they muft fwig porter, whilft I can drink wiot. 

I envy no mortal,, tha' evev fo great. 
Nor fcorn I a wretch for his k>wiy^ eft«te ^ 
Sut what I abhor and efteem as a curfe. 
Is poorncfs of fpirit, not poorncfs in purfe. 

Then dare to be gcn'rous, dauntlefs and gay,. 
Let's merrily pafs Kfe's remainder away ; 
Upheld by our friends, we our ibes may defpifc^ 
lor the more weare envy'd^ the higher we rife. 
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SONG 78. 

When fairies dance found on ttc gra&j 

And revel to night's awful noon : 
O fay, will you meet me, fweet lafs. 

All by the pale light of the moon ? 
My pafiion I feek not to fcreen, 

Thea can I refufc you your boon I 
1*11 meet you at twdre on the green, 

AU by the pale light of the moon. 

The nightingale perch'd on a-rthorn. 

Then charms all the plains with her tune. 
And glad of ihc abfencc of morni 

Salutes the bright light of the moon,' 
How fweet is the jellamin grove f 

And fweet wt: the rofea of June, 
But fwtctcr the language of love, 

Breath'd forth by the light of the moon. 

Too flow rolls the chariot of day. 

Unwilling to grant me my boon t 
Away, envious funfhi'ne, away ! 

Give place to the light of the moon. 
But fay, will you never deceive, 

The lafs whom you conquered fdfoon ; 
And leave a foft maiden to grieve, 

Alone by the light of the moon ? 

The planets (hall (!art from their fpheres 
Ere I prove fo fickle a loon : 




<!l& 
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Cclitvc mc, ril banift. thy Ibarfj 

Dear maid, by the light of the moon. 

Our ip¥C8L when the fhepHcrdft flfall' view^* 
To us they their pipes fhall ttine :- 

While we our foft- pleafures renew 

Bach night by the light of the moon.. 



SONG 75^. 
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diNp.S^artiA8^ who fee. for. the. trophies of Akne, 
Their- wit and their tafte and their genius {^-oclaiin; 
^ Attend to .ipy. fang, and y,(m*l] cextaioly Bndf . 
A fecret difcloi'd for ihb good o£ mankind ;, 
Ami deny it who can, furcthe laurel^amy d)^c, 
Vv€ found out a.padlock to keep a wife.true.. 

ShOul^the amoroiw goddcfs prefide o'iryour. 
dam«, 
With the anbur^ of y.outl^ all her p^iSons tuflaflne ; 
Should her beaut)( lead captive each fofter defire^ 
And.langiiiihiiig lovevs ftill iigj^ and admire ;. 
Yet fcarlcft you'll truil ber tho* tboufaods naa^y fuc, 
When I tell 70U m.y padlock,to keep.a wifc.truc. 

Though' the huftand may think that he. wifely 
reftrains, ' 
Withhi^.bars ^ndbis bjoh^, his confiaecienti aoi 

ch'uins J 

ii6g ii.ii>u. .^ KMitf Sg y^tiw ■■■ ■ 
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How fatally weak muft each artifice prorre i' 
Can fettera- of it«el bisd Vtkc fetters of lore f 
Thro' jealottfy h^nee bid Arfpicion adku^ 
Rcflraint'a not the pacliock to keep » wife troei 

Should her fancy incline to the park or the play, 
All connplying and kind' you (hould give her her 

way ; 
While her tafte and her jtidgmenfyott fondly apprave, 
*Ti8' reafon fecures you the treafure of love ; 
And believe me no coxcomb admiflion can find. 
For the faii* one is^fafb if you padlock her m^iid. 

Tho' her^irtoes with fbibleiiMay frequently blend, 
Let the hu(band be loft iq the luver and friend ; 
Let dtuibts and furmifes no longer perplex, 
'Tii the charm of indulgence that binds the fair 

fex ;. 
They ne'er can prove falfe while this maxim's in 

view, 
Good^hinnonrVthe padlock-that keeps zmk true. 
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JVl Y goddiefs, Lydia, heaveoly fair,. 
As lily fweet, as foft as air. 
Let loofe thy treflej, fpread thy charmS;^ 
And to my love give freflif alarms*. 





«^)MH^^^^B^^0^Miiyik 



St C E CI L I A; Or, ^ 

0.1 let me gaze on tbefe bright eyes. 
Though facred h'ght*cing from him fiiea ^ 
Shew me that foft, that modell grace. 
Which paiQts with charming red thy face«t 

Give me ambrofia in a kifs^ 
That I may rival Jove in blifs ; . 
That I may mix my foul with thine, 
^ And make the pleafure all divine. 



4 



O ! hide thy bofom's killing whitCj 
^The milky way is not fo bright) 
Left you my ravi(h'd foul opprefs 
With beauty's pomp and:fweet cxcefiM 

Why draw'ft thou, from the purple flood 
Of my kind heart, the vital blood ? 
Thou art all over endiefs charms ; 
O ! take me dying to thy arms* 



SONG St. 

» 

s 

Sung in Love ik a Village, 

OTILL in hopc« to get the better 
Of my ftubborn flame I try ; 
. Swear this moment to forget her^ 
And tie next my bath deny« 
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* Now prepared with fcorn to treat her« 
£v'ry charm in thought I braye ; 
Thea, relapiing, fly to meet her^ 
And eonre& myfelf her ilatc. 
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SONG 82. 
Naturi^s Ho l y'D a t. 

JL HE iun in virgin luftre fhonei 
May moraiog put its beauties of^ 
The warblers fung in livelier ftraiat, 
And fvfceter flow'rets deek'd the plains'; 
When LovCi that foft intruding gueft» 
That loog had difclt in Diimon's breads 
Now whifper'd to the nymph^ Avay^ 
For this is Nature^s Holy- day. 

The tender unpuffe wing'd his haflei 
The painted* mead he inflant pafsM, 
And foon the happy cot he gain'd^ 
Where beauty ITept and (ilence retgn'd ; 
Awake, my fair» the (hepherd eriesy 
To newC'bara pleafure ope' thine eyes ^ 
Arife, my Sylvia, hail iliei May, 
For this. Isl; tiature^s. Holy Day.. 
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Oscar's Ghost. — Tune, Roslxm Castle. 

\J ! Sbe that form that faintly gleams, 
It*8 Ofcar come to chear inj dreams. 
On wings of wind he flies away; 
O! ftay, my lovely Ofcar, ftay, 
'Wake Oflian, laft of FingaPs line; 
And mix thy tears and fighs with mine i 
Awake the harp to doleful lays, 
And footh my foul with Ofcar's praile* 






SONG 84« 
Gallant Sailor. 

CtALLANT fallor, oft' you told me 
That you'd never leave your^ovc; 

To your vows I now muft hold you, 
Now's the time your love to prove. 

Is not Britain's flag degraded ? 

Have n9t Frenchmen brav'd our fleet i 
Can a failor live upbraided, 

When the French have .dar'd to meet ^ 

Hear me, gallant failor, hear me. 
While your country has a foe, ^ 
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He is mine, too ; be not near me, 
I may weep> but you mud go. 

Tho' this flow'ry feafon woes you 
■ To ihc peaceful fports of May, 
And love fighs fo long to lofe you. 
Love to glory muft give way. 

Britain's fons can never fail her, 
While her daughters prove (o true; 

Your foft courage fires each failor. 
We love honour loving you. 

War and danger now invite us, 

Blow, ye winds ! aufpicious blow; 

£vVy gale (hall mod- delight us 
That (hall waft us to our foe. 
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SONG 85. 
Damon andFlohblla* 



AST, my love, thine eyes around^ 
See the fportive lambkins play f 

Nature gayly decks the ground, 
All in honour: of the Mayi 

Like the fparrow |ipd .the dove, 

Liden to the voice of LqvQ. 
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Florelia. 

I 

Damoiiy thou haft found roe long 
Lift'ntng to thy footbing tale s 

And thy foft perfuafive fong 
Often held me in the dale : 

Take, O Damon ! while I live, 

All that virtue ought to give. 

Damon^ 
Not the verdure of the grove, 

Nor the gardens* faireft flowVs, 
Nor the meads where lovers rove, 

Tempted by the vernal hours, 
Can delight thy Damon's eye 
If Florelia is not bye« 

Florelia. 
Not the water's gentle fall 

By the bank, with poplars crown'd, 
Not the feathered fongfters all. 

Nor the flute's melodious found, 
Can delight Florella's car 
If her Damon is not near. 

Both. 

Let U8 love, and let us live. 
Like the cheacful feafon gay ; 

Banifh care, and let vs give 
Tribute to the fragrant May ; 

Like the.fparrow«ahd the. dove 

Liften to the voice of love. ^ 








Ihi BRITISH SONGSTER. 



97 



SONG 66. 

OW pleafant a failor^s life paCG^t, 
Who roamt o*cr the watery main I 
No treafure he ever amaiTeSy 

But chearfully fpends all his gain. 
We're ftrangcrs to party and fa6lion, 

To honour and hpnefty true^ 
And would not commit a bafe adion. 
For power or profit in view. 

T/ten nvhyjhould nue quarrel for riches ^ 

Or any fiich glittering toys ? 
A light ^eart and a thin fair of breeches 
Goes thorough the laorld^ brave hoys. 

The world is a beautiful garden^ 

EnrichM with the blefiings of life» 
The toiler with plenty rewarding ; 

Which plenty too often breeds ftrife. 
When terrible tempefts afTaii us, - 

And mountainous billows affright^ 
No grandeur or wealth can avail ua^ 

But fkilful indullry fteers right. 

nen nul^Jhould^ &c. 

The courtier's morje fubje£l to dangerSf 
Who rules at the helm of t^e date, 

Than we, that, to politics ft rangers, 
Efcape the fi^ *8 laid for the great. 
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The various blcflings of nature^ 

In various nations we try, 
No mortals than us can be greater. 

Who merrily live till we die. 

then 'whyjhouldf &c. 
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S N G S-j. 

JL £ nymphs, 'tis true to CoUo's flrain, 

Tve often liften'd in the grove. 
And can you blame me that a fwain 
Like Colin (hould engage my love ? 



8 
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Alas, could I may heart fccure, 
Unlefs to worth and merit bliodi 

Ab, fay, cou'd you yourfclves endure 
To (light a fwain fo true and kind i 

When truth conveys the tender tale, 

And honour breathes the (liephcrds figh^ 

Love o'er difcrction will prevail, 
To fhun its power in vain we try. 
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SONG 88. 

J. ELL rnc, tell mc, charming creature. 

Will you never cafe my pain ? 
Mud I die for ev'ry feature ? 

Mud I always love in vain ? 
The defire of admiration, 

Is the pleafure you purfue : 
Prithee, try a lading paffion, 

Such a love as mine for you. 

Tears and fighing could not move yod» 

For a lover ought to dare : * 

When I plainly told I lov'd you. 

Then you faid I went too far. 
Are fuch giddy ways befcemlng ? 

Will my dear he fickle ftlll ? 
Conqned is the joy of women, 

Let their flaves be what they will- 

■ 

Your negle£l with torments fill me, 

And my dcfp'rate thoughts increafe ; 
Pray confidcr, if you kill me. 

You will have a lover lefs. 
If your wandVing heart is beating. 

For new lovers, lei it be ? 
But when you have done coquetting, 

Name a day, and fix on me. 
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S If G 89. 

X HE fpring newly dawning invites ev'ry fiow'r 
To blofona again on the mead or the bow'c, 
Though fports oa each plain the young (hephcrda 

prepare, ^ 

To me theyVe unpleafing if Jo cky's aot thcvt • 
though f ports. &c. 

Let winter its horrors fpread wide o'ier the fcene. 
And nought but its gloom on each objeAbeCeeOf 
To roe e'en a dcfcrt (eems lovely and fair. 
If fortune decifees that my Jocky is tiiere. 
though f^rti^ &c. 



S N G. ^ 

Sung in Love m a Viclagi* 

I OUNG I am, and fore afraid : 
WouM yeo hurt a harmleft maid f 
Lead an innocent a ft ray Y 
Tempt me not, kind Sir, I pray.. 

I Men too often we believe ;■ 

And fhou'd you my Ikith deceive^, 
Ruin firft) aad then focfake, 

r 

Sure my tender heact wou'd break* 
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ThB PERFECTION'S OF TRUE L0V1» 

Tune, Alloa- Houfe. 

A HERE liv'd, long ago, in a country place, 
A clever young lad who lov'd a young lafs ; 
She lov'd him again, and, oh? wonder to hear, 
No offers could move her, flic lov'd hjm fo dear : 
The lord of the manor took it in his hesd. 
To tempt her to leave him, and corine to his \)ed ; 
He offer'd her jewels, and baubles, and rings ; 
But fhe flighted hia oilers, refused his gay things. 

He told her, he'd make her as fine as a queen, 
Her gown (lioald hefiik, and her cap colbertecn ; 
But (he faU, Linfey-woolfy and bone-laced would i 
fcrve, i 

And rather th«n pkafe him {he'd venture to (larve. ! 
He told her, he'd give her a pad to ride out, [ 
Or a coach-, if (he lik'd it, to travel about ; ] 

She thank'd him, btit faid, (he could very well walk,r 
And (hou'd (he have a coach, how the neighbours* 
wou'd talk. 

* 

He faid, For thcucighbonrs, he'd make It his care, 
That not even the parfon on Sundays (ho'uld dare \ 
To cenfurc her conduft or offer to blame 
Her manner of liviifg, or blad her good name. 
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She told him. In (hort, he muft e'en be content, - 
For jewels or goldftiouTd ne'er bmbe her confeqt ; 
Her heart wag another's^ and to (houM remain. 
And fba foorn'd to be falfe fbr the lucre- o^ gain. 
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SONG 92. 

llyEAR Colin,. prevent mf warm btuHieiy, 
Since how can I fpeaK. without path ;. 

t/tf eyes Have oft told you my wtfbes, 
Oh I cao*t you their Qieaitng explain ;. 
•f My pafiTon* would lofe byexpreffibn. 
And you too might cnielly blame ^ 

Then don't you expeA. a conleffion. 

Of what it too. tendef to namcu 

I- 

Since yours is the province of (peaking^ 

Why (hoard you expefi it from me T 
Our wiftics (hould be in our kiceping, 

/Till yoivtell us what they fhould be v. 
Thin quickly why don't you difcover. 

Did' your heart feel' fucB torturcj as mine l 
I need not tell over and over, 

What I in my- bofom ccuifine.. 



■Off^ 
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His Answer. 

JDEAR Madam, wIkd ladies are wil)ti}|^ 

A man n\uik needs look like a fool \ 
For me, I would not give a Ihrllmg, 

For one that can lore out of rule : 
At lead you* Ihouid wait for our offers^ 

Nor fnatcb like old maids m defpair f 
If you've Vvf^ to tbeff yeara without proSerty.. 

Your fighs are now loA in tht ain 

You (hould IcaTO us to gueft at your meaniogi 

And not fpeak the matter too plato;. 
'Tis ours to be forward and pulhiog^ 

And yours to affe€i a difdain t 
That youVe in a terrible taking, 

By all your fond oglkigs I fee r 
The fruit that vr'tW fialt withont iliaking^ 

Indeed) » too mellow for me^ 
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Thi Vf AvDf asR, by.Mf Raw. 
Tuwi The maid that's made for love and me; 

\^ Gentle (hepherds, ftrw ye pali^ 
As tripping o^u the flowVy grafs. 
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A beauteous maid a« h\v as fnowt 
A« nimble as the winds that blow. 

Whofe looks arc fwecti and gay her mcini 
All graceful as th€ Cfpnan queen, 
Black as the floes her f[)arkltiig^ cycs^ 
Where little Cijptd'ba(kiog lyes. 

Whofe fprightly wit's Jjeyond compare 
Her graceful turns of thoi»ght declare ; 
Whpfe face and breaft ftill more combine^ 
To tell mankind that (he's divine. - 

The t*ofher mom the rogoc furpris'd 
My heart, of danger unadvts'd ; 
Now, confcjous of my fate,/ (he roves 
In qued of other fportivc loves. 

In vain, ye fwainSi fhall I perfue 
The fair, if uninfora'd by you ; 
Then ye, whofe breads compaffioa move^ 
O ! tell me where to find my love. 

And ye, bright Nymphs, too, lend your aid 
To puaifh an unconflant maid ^ 
Ah ! feize the little wandVing toy» 
Tke fouree of (nYy»fource of jpyy 
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SONG 95. 

Maidens, let yoar loven languifh, 
If jou'd have them conftant prove ; 

Doubts, and fears, and fighs, and aoguilTi^ 
Are the chains that fallen love. 

Jocky woo'd« and Iconfented^ 
Soon as eVr I beard hts tale $ 

He, with cotnqueft c|ttite contented^ 
Boafling, rov*d around the vale. 

MaidenSi kt jour kvtrjt ht. 

Now he dpats on "fcomful Molly* 
Who rejcib hin» with diidaia; 

Love's a draoge bewitchipg folly, 
Never pleai'd without fome pais* 

MaidfttJf Ut jQur lovers^ ftc« 
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7«/f^.— The l^tMiing WhecJ. 
V/H ! frown no more on me^ m.y dear. 
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But one kind glance on nne beftow. 
Or fend me to the (hades below. 
By heaven! my heart is all your ownj 
O ! flight me not, nor let me moan; 
But turn once more, my dear, be kiody 
Ani let me your affedions bind. 

Ye Gods ! how happy norw am I, 
That have fuch fweetnefs in my cyef 
At lad, with fmiles you've met my feart^ 
And now at length my fpirit cheats. 
Nfa m ortal fure was e'er fo blefs'd. 
01 let me now my dear carefs; 
Thofe charming eyes doth me deh'ghtf 
And breads, no driven foow fo white. 

Nature in you bath laviih been. 
To exceed all I e'er have feen: 

1 let me clafp thy flender watd, 

And now, my dear, one kind embrace : 

My trcAiblin^ bands, niy pnlfe beats highy 

I'm iure the happy minute's nigh i 

O ! hide thy bluihes in my breaid, 

Prepare, my dear, to meet the reft. 

His Toothing tongue Co charmM the maidy 
That fhe gave ear to all he {aid : 
He kifs'd, and prefs'd, and (he careft'd, 
And now, (he thought, fecurely bleft : 
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Bat after all the pleafiDg toy. 
That human perfon could enjoy, 
He left the girl to moan her fate, 
And (he repents, when 'tis too late. 
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What's that to you. 
Tune, — The Glancing of her Apron. 

My Jeany and I have toil'd 

The livc-Iang (immer-day, 
'Till we, amaift, were fpoilM 

At making of the hay : 
Her curchy was of Holland clear, 

Ty*d on her bonny brow; 
J whifperM fomcthing in her ear j 

But what's that to you ? 

Her ftoekings were of kerfy green. 

As tight as ony filk : 
O fie a leg was never feen. 

Her fkin ^vas white ate milk : 
Her hair was black, as ane cou'd wifh. 

And fwect, fweet was her mou*: 
Oh ! Jeany daintily can kiis } 

But what's that to yoa. 
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The rofe and lily baith combine^ 

To make my Jeany fair. 
There is nae benifon like mine» 

I have amaift nae care ; - 
Only I fear my Jeany's face, 

May caufe mae men to ruci 
And that may gar me fay, Alas ! 
But what's that to you ? 

Conceal thy beauties^ if thou can 
Hide that fweet face of thinci 

That I may only b^ the man 
- Enjoys thefe looks divine. 

O do not proflitute, my dear, 
Wonders to common view, 

And I with faithful heart (hall fwcar, 
For ever to be true. . 

King Solomon had wives eneWf 

And mony a concubine ; 
But I enjoy a blifs mair true, 

His joys were fhort of mine ; 
And Jeany's happier than they, 

She feldom wants her due ; ' 
All debts of love to her 1 pay, 

And what-s that tQ you I 



iia»99^ 




m»,m 






Tbt BRITISH SONGSTER. 



109 ' 



s 



SONG 98, 



_ AY, lovely peace, that grac'd our ifle, 
Why you withdraw th' indulgent fmile ? • 
I§ it you fly the fons of fame. 
That they the pride of France may tame ? 
For Mars is rouz^d to luar^s alarms^ 
And calls the Britons forth to arms. 

Our chiefs, reaown*d upon the maioy 
Once more in arms fliine forth agaiu, 
Whofe ftcady courage dares oppofe 
And ftem the pow'r of Gallic foea: 

For Mars, &c. f, 

What ftate but docs its fate deplore, 
Where'er the Britifh thunders rore ? 
All, all. mud in fubjedlion bow ? 
And to Britannia's fons 'tis due : 

For Mars^ &c. 

As Rome of old her terrors hurIM, 
And prov'd the miftrefs of the world, 
The globe itfclf muft fubjeft be 
To Albion's fons» who rule the fea : 

For Mars, &c. 



Arifc, arifc, to war's great call ; 
Prepare to meet the audacious Gaul ; 
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And in return for all yoii'r toils, 
Return with vidlory and fpoils : 



F^rMars, Sec* 



.^..^. 



SONG 99. 

Tu»e, Ro S L I V'C A ST L B* 

V-/ELIA ! fee the feafon fmiling^ 

See what fpfendor decks the green ; - 
Ev'ry flow'r, in beauty blooming, 
Tends to grace the rural fcene. 
^ See ! in yonder verdant valley, 
w How the lambkins heedlefs flray ; 

Blythfomc now they rove at freedom, 
Friik and frolick all the day. 

View around ihc chcarful, village ; 

See ! how fmiles the jocund fwain ; 
Happy he ) no car^s perplex him. 

Gentle Flora foothes each pain. 
Let us hade to yonder arbour, 

Where the faireft flowVcts fpring j 
There, we'll hear the blackbird chanting, 

And the linnet fweetly ling. 
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T fcWing day and riTing morn, 

With foul that ilill ftiall love thcc, 
I'll a(k of Hcay'n thy fafc return, 

With all that can improve thee : 
rii vlfit.oft the birkcn bufh, 

Where firfl you kindly told me 
Street talef of love, and hid my blufh, 

Whilft round thou didft enfold rae. 



To all oar haunts thou didd repair, 

By green- wood, (haw, or fountain ; 
Or where the fummer's day I'd (hare 

With you upon yon mountain : 
There will I tell the trees and fiow'rs. 

With tboughts unfeigned and tender; 
By vows you're mine, itiy love is your8> 

My heart, which caabot wander. 
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SONG loi. 

H^'e AYE A KISSING Me. • 

I Winn A marry ony man but Sandy oVr the lee, 
I winna inarry ony man but Sandy o'er the ke ; 
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I winna hae the domineci for good he canna' be; 
But I will hae my Sandy lad, my Sandy o'er the lee; 
For ke^s aye a kifing, kiifing, aye a kifling me^ 
He's aye a kifling, ki£Cng, aye a-kiffing ro.e. 



I winna hae the minifter, for a* his godly Tookf, 
Ncr yet will I the lawyer hae^ .for a' hi» wylic 

crookc ; 
I winna hae the plo^ughman-Iad, nor yet wtH I the 

miller, 
But I will hae my Sandy hd, without ae penny filler. 

, For hs'raye a kijjm^^ 5c c/ 

I winna hae tLe (bdger 'iadj for ht gangs to the 

I winna hae tlM Tailor- lad, bfcaufe he fmclls o* tar ; 
I winna hae the lord nov laird, Cor a* their mcikle ' 

But I wilh kftc «iy Sandy hd, my Sandy o^r the 
mier. 

For ht^s a^e a hiffing^ ttx? 
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O eafe \m heart, and own his fla«ie^ 

Blithe Jockey to young J^nny came ; , 
But, tho*" fhe iik'd him paffing wcel, . 
She careleif torn'd her fpinning- wheel; 
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Her niilk' white hand he did extol. 
And praU'd her fingers long and fmall : 
Unufual joy her heart did feel ; 
But dill (he turn'd her fplnmng- wheel. 

Then round abouV her (lender waift 
He clafp'd hi8 arms, and her embraced ; 
To kifi her hand he down did kneel : 
But yet (he turn'd her fpinning-wheeL 

With gentle voice (he bid him rife, 
He blefs'd her neck, her lips, and eyes : 
Her fondnefs ihe could fcarce conceal ; 
Yet ftill (he turn'd her f^inoing- wheel. 

'Till bolder grown, fo clofs he prefs'd. 
His wanton thought (he quickly guefs'd ; 
Then pu(h'd him from her rock and reelf 
And angry turn'd her fpinning- wheel. 

At laft, when (he beg^n to chide. 
He fwore he meant her for his bdde : - 
'Twas then her love (he did reveal, 
And flung away her fpinning- wheel. 
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The New SpiNMING-WHEEt. 

V-/NE fttftimer eve, as Nancy fair. 
Sac fpinning in the (hade, 
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While foaruig ftflhrlw fhook the air>. 

In w^bling o'er her head :• 
In tender cooes the pigeons wroo'd^^ 

( Love's. impulfe all muibfccl). 
She fung, but ftill her work purfu'd,. 

And turn*d bcr fpimiiog- wheel. 

" Whf^e thus-IwbrkwUh' rock, and reel^. 

*• So life by time is fpun ;- 
** And as runs round my fpinning whee1». 

" The wbrld rufrt up and dbwn : 
** Some rich today, to-morrow low, 

" While I no changes, feel, 
" Biit get my bre€d by Rveat of browj, 

^' And. turn my. fpinning whetl. 

** From.rac let men and womjCJi toO|, 
*• This home- fpun Iclfon learn. 
Not tnind'what other people dbf.^ 
"but eat the. bread they eani :. 

" I ft none were frd.(.wexc that to be). 
^( But what deXcrv'da mcaU 

<< Some l^adici. thiep ds wdLns.me,. 
"•Muft turn the fpinning- wheel." 



The r^iral'toaft-, W4th fwectcft tone, 

Thus fung hcrwitltft ftVaifi, 
When o*er.the l8wa,limp'd.gammar J[oaR>. 

Aod brought home Nancy's fwaia :. 
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•* Come/' cries ih^damci " Nancy Were** thy fpoufc, 

. " Away throw rock and reel ;'* 
BJyth Nancy, witbthc bonoy neurti. 
O'erfet her fpinnuig* wheel- 



O"-^. 
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Jbbimy aitd Nanw r; 
Set by Dr. Arns, and fung at Marybone Gardens. 

W HEN innocent paftime our pleafure did<:rowD) 

Upon a green meadaw or under a tree. 
E'er Nanny became a fine lady in town^ 

How. lovejy and loving and bonny watr (he : 
Rouzje up in the morning my beautiftfl Nanny, 

Let no new whinrt take thy fancy, from' me. 
Oh ! as tliou artbonny>.be faithful as-any,. 
Favour thy Jemmy, favour thy JernoLy*,. 

Favour thy Jemmy whodoats upon thec« 

Can the death of a linnet give Nanay the (piceoi 

Can loQng o£ trifles a. heart* aching he. 
Can lap-dogs and monkicfi drai^ tears from thofeeeii^ 

That look with indifference on: poos dying, me; 
R0UZ6 up thy reafon, nvy beautiful Nanny, 

Scorn to prefer a vile parrot to me ;'. 
Oh I as thou art bonny,, be fauhful'af any^,. 
Thing on thy Jcnpiny, think onthy Jemmyj 

Think on thy Jemmy who'doatB upon tkcc 
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O think my dear charmer oa ev'ry fwcct hoar, 

That (lide away foftly between t^ee and me» 
EVe fquirreU and beaux and their fopp'ry had powV, 

To ri\ral my love and tmpofe upon thee : 
Rouze up thy reafon my beautiful Nmmy, 

Let thy defirea be all centered in me» 
Oh ! as thou art bdnny, be prudent at any, 
Lo\re thy own Jemmy, love thy own Jemmy, 

Love thy own Jemmy who doate upon thee« 
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Sung in The Maid of the Mill. 



DDS my life ! fearch England overt 
If you match her in her ftation, 
I'll be bound to Hy the nation ; 
And be fure as well I love her.. 

"Do but feel my heart a beating. 

Still her pretty name repeating : 
Here's the work 'tis always at, 
• Ktty, patty, pat, pitj pat, 

• When (he makes the mufic tinkle. 
What on eartii can fweeter be ! 
Then her little eyes fo twinkle, 
^u.afeaft tohear and fee. .. 




U' 



4dMfa 



5**^ 



A/" 



T*^ BRITISH SONGSTER. 117 




SONG 106. 

All I A8K OF MORTAIr Ma)9* 

Jl HE wanton god who pierces hearts^ 
Dips in gall his pointed darts 
But the nymph difdains to pine. 
Who bathes the wound with r©fy wine. 
Rofy wine> tofy wioe^ . 
Who bathes the wound with rofy wine. 

Farcw^eT, Lovers, when thcyVc cloy'd; 
If I am fcornM becaufc enjoy 'd, 
Sure the fqueamilh fops are free 
To rFd me of duJT company,. 

Sure they/re hcc^ fure they^-e lircc, ' 

To rid me of dull company. 

They have their charms while mine can pteafe, 
I love them much, but nD4>re my cafe; 
Jealous fears me ne'er moTeft, 
Nor faithlefs vows (hall break my re?. 
Break my reft, break my reft, 

^ Nor fialthlefs vows ihall break my fcS» 

Why (hould they ever give me patOy. 
Who to give roe joy difdain I 
All I hope of mortal man, 
Is to love me while he can*^ 

While he can, while he cati^ 
Is to love me while he can. 
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L^ET us drink and be merry, dance, jokt, and 

rejoice, 
With claret, canarjr, theorbo, and voice; 
The changeable world to our joys arc unjnft. 
And all pleafure's ended, when we are in duft. 
In mirth let us fpend our fpare hours and our pence, 
For we (hall be paft it an^ hundred years hence. 

The butterfly courtier, that pageant of Aate, 
The moufe-trap of honour, and May-game of fate* 
For all his ambition, his freaks, and hit tricks, 
He mud die like a bumpkin, and fall into Styx : 
His plot againft death's but a flender pretence; 
Who'll take his place from him an hundred yea^s 
hence ? 

' ' The beautiful bride, who with garlands is crownM, 
And kills with each glance as (he treads oq the 

groun4 ; 
Her glittering drefs does caft fuch a fplendor, 
As if ;ione were fit but the ftars to attend her ; 
Altho* (he is plcafant and fweet to the fenfe. 
Shell be d — ble mouldy an hundred years hence. 

The right-hearted foldier, who's a ftranger to 
fear, 
Calls op all his fpirits when danger is near | 
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He labours and fights, great honour to gain, 
And certainly thinkb it will ever rensajn ; 
But virtue and courage prove in vain a pretence^ 
To flourifh his ftandard ao hundred years hence. 

The merchant who ventures his all on the nnaini 
Not doubting to grafp what the Indies contaiui 
He buzzes and Jjuftles, like a bee in the fpring, 
Yet knows not' what harveft the autumn will bring; 
Tho' fortune's great queen fhould load him with 

pence, 
He'll, ne'er reach the market an hundred ycarl 
hence. 

The rich bawling lawyer, who by fools wrang- 
ling ftrifc, 
Can fpin out a fuit to the end of a life ; 
A fuit which the client does wear out in flav^ry, 
Whilll the pleader makes confcience a cloak for his 

knavVy ; 
Tho* he boafts of his cunning, and brags of his 

He'll be non ejl Inventus an hundred years hence. 

The plufh- coated quack, who, his fees to enlarge. 
Kills people by licence, and at their own charge ; 
He builds up fair ftriidluies with ill-gotten wealth. 
By the dregs of a pifs pot, and ruins of health : 
By the treafures of health he pretends to difpenf,e 
He'll be turn'd into mummy an hundred years 
hence. 
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Th€ meagre -chopM u«'rcr, who on hundreds 

gets twenty. 
But ftarves in his wealth, and pines in his plenty, 
Lays up for a feafon he never will fee, 
The year of one thoufand nine hundred and three: 
He muft change all his houfcs^ his l^nds, and his 

rents, 
For a worm-eaten coffin an hundred years hence. 

The learned divine, with all his pretenGons 
To knowledge fuperior, and heavenly manfions ; 
Who lives by the tithe of other folks labour, 
Yet expcdls that his blefling be rcctiv'd as a favour; 
Tho* he talks of the fpirit, and bewilders our fe nfe, 
Knows not what will come of him an hundred & 
years hence. h 

The poet himfelf, who fo loftily fings, 
And fcorna any fubjtA but heroes or kings, 
" Muft to the capricio of fortune fubmit. 
Which will make a fool of him, in fplte of his wit ; 
Thus health, wealth and beauty, wit, learning 

and fenfe, 
Muft all come to nothing an hundred years hence. 

Why (hould we turmoil then in cares and in 

fears, 
By converting our joys into fighs and to tears ? 
Since pleafures abound, let us ever be tafting, 
And drive away forrow» while vigour is lafting. 






Ai 



4UI^ 



^5**^ 



MMH^ 



Jkft 



r,4* BRITISH SONGSTER. 



'Of 

121 Jl 



We'll kifs the briilc damfels, that we ihay from 

thence 
Have brats to fucceed us an hundred years hence 



The true>kcarted mafon, who a<5ls on the fquare* 
And Uvea within compafs, by rules that are fair ; 
Whilft honour and confcience, approve all his 

deeddy - * 

As virtue and prudence directs, he proceeds, 
With friendfhip and love, difcretion and fenfe. 
Leaves a pattern for brothers, an hundred years 

hence. 
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H-ODG€ of. the Mill, and buxom Nell* 

Young Roger of the roil). 

One morning very foon. 
Put on his beft apparel, 

New hofe and clouted fhoon : 
And he a- wooing came 

To bonny buxom Nell, 
Dear lafs, cries he, cou'dfl fancy me I 

I like thee wondrous welh 

My horfes I have drefs'd. 

And gi'en them corn and hay, 
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Put on my beft Slpparel; 

And having come this way» 
Let's fit and chat a while 

With thee, my bonny Nell : 
Dear lafs, cries he, cou'dft fancy nie» 

I'fe like thy pcrfon well. 

Young Roger, you're miftake^, 

The damfcl then reply*d, 
Pm not, in fuch a hade, 

To.be a ploughman's bride: 
Know I then live in hopes 

To marry a farmer's fon; 
If it be fo, fays Hodge, I'll go^ 

Sweet miftrefs I have done. 

Your horfes you have drefs*d, 
Good Hodge, I heard you fay, 

Put on your beft apparel, 
And being come this way ; 

Come fit and chat a while. 
*« O ! no indeed, not I, 

*• I'll neither wait, nor fit, nor prate, 

I've other fifh to fry." 

f 

Go take your farmer's fon,^ 

With ail my honeft heart : 
What tho' my name be Roger, 

That goes at plough and cart? > 
I'need not tarry long, 

I foon may gain a wife : 
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There's buxom Joan, it is well kaowoy 
Sbe loves ipe as her life, 

Pray^ what of buxom Joan ? 

Can't I plcaft you as well ? 
For (he has ne'er ^ penny, 

And I am buxom Nell : 
A^d I have fifty {hiUings. 

(The money made hiifffmllc.) 
Ohl then, my dear, I'll draw a chafr. 

And chat with tliee a while. 

Within the fpace of half- an hour. 

This couple a bargain ftruckf y 

Hoping that, with their money, 

They both would have good luck. 
To your fifty I've forty, 

With which a cow we'll buy ; 
We'll join our hands in wedlock- bands^ 

Then who but you and I ? 

S N G 10^ 

vJENTLY touch the warbling lyrc^ 

Chloe feems inclin'd to reft, 
Fill her foul with fond defire^ 

Softeft notes will footh her breaft ; 
Pleafing dreams aiBft in love. 
Let them all propitious prove* 
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On the mo% bank fhe lyei » 
(Nature's verdant velvet bed,) 

Beauteous flowers meet her eyeS) 
Forming pillows £or her head: 

Zephyrs waft their odours ropnd. 

And Lndttlgiog whifpers found. 



SONG ii«. 

In Imitation of the foregoiog. 

G ENTLY ftir and blbw the ftrc> 
Lay the mutton down to roa(lf» 

Get me, quibk, '(is my defire, 
la the dreeping-pan a toaft ;. 

That my hunger may remove y 

Mutton is* t^e meat I love* 

On the dreffer, fee, it ly^s : 

Oh ! the charnHug white and redi. 

Finer meat ne'er met my eyes. 
On the fweet^ft^ grafs it fcdr 

Swiftly make the jack go round^. 

Let me h«hre il nicely brown'd« 

On the table fpread the c)oth, 

Let the knivts be (harp and cleaner 

Pickles get of every fort, 

And a fallad crilp- and greeny 





MlAi 



7he BRITISH SONGSTER. 125 



Then with fmaU ]beer and fparkliog wine, 
O ! ye godi 1 how I (h^ll dine* 
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Fm not in ths Mino. 

X GUNG Strephon MddrefsM me pcrfitelyoncdajr^ 

And warmly dedr'd Vd be kind, 
I (ilHIy bluft^M, and had nothing to fay» 
But Sir, I'm not in the mind. 

Well, not quite difeourag'd, he rally'd onci^ morct 

And hop'd better ufage to find ; 
He vow'd hVd be conftant, and figh, and adore. 

But then, I was not in the mind. 

The man having courage afiaulted again, 
And beggM I'd be better inclined ; 

I wonder, fays I, at thofe' impudent men,, 
I tell yeu, I'm not in the nvind. 

There's fate in old numbers^ as gipfics report, 

By fatal experience- 1 -find : ^ 
The youth wtnt to feek him a midrefs at court. 

And foon found^a girl in the mind. 

How can T recall htm, alas ! 'tis in vain^ 

To evVy kind look he'll be blind : 
Ye virgins, be wife, nor whea too Jate complain^ 

But take the good man in the imnd* 
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Ik ErAise qf the Tqwk.qf. Hadsingtok« 

jE^' a young Gentleman* 

V-r' Worthy ]E3addington T unrlvall'd lawn. 
For honour in- an ^age corrupted (kbwn ; 
W«hile o>r fair Caledonia's fruitful foil' 
Each Royal Boroug^h falls a vejiUl fp.oiU 
Win'lc ev Ji Epina's once oublemini'd^bKcafti. 
Il by the Violating monfterpreft ;« 
Do thou, untouched, and, felf defended, ftand^ 
A', beauteous palterA. ta a purchas'd .land* 

TJiQ* malice may thy. conduct now defame, 
And ilaYes of p.ow6r thy^hooeft zeal may blame; 
Fear notthe juftice of thy caufe fhould fail, 
For everlafting truth wiU ftilt prevail :: 
The time fhaU-coiae, Ohi naay it fooaarrtv«» 
That to .thy: ()hoice il^all lafting praiCea ^re ^ . 
That fhallrepayx in equitable coia 
The.wrong? o^ Glasgow's Magiftratei and thioe. 

Still may you flburlfh, HiDOiMOTOih afld thrive, 
AxMlaU thy honeft Sons in plenty^-live ; 
May wealthiiwuhis^ thy. walU foi^ ever wait|.. 
May peace and freedom guard your ftiendly gate: 
Long may true patriots rule your h^ppy gown. 
Long keep your di a ft it y of fair renown^ 
L£K)g boaft the prize of faith and ^virtue- wooy. 
And give a- title 19 t^r HAMILTON 
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Jr OOR Strephoo diftra6led 'twisu^opeanddiefpaiv 
For Chiom, fa lovely, fo youthful and fair ;. 
He kifs'd and embraced hQr> and often did.iay, ' 
My deareil fweet Chlori8> pray> here with me. ftfty. 

In hafte (he replj/'d, my. dear StrephoD» be gonial 
For if we're efpied, I am quite undone ;. 
For 91 y parents forbid ail my paffion for you^ 
So generous Strephoa for ever, adieu- 

Our patrents may couple,,but they can't make lofc^ 
My paffion is ftron^er, it ipurings from a'bove ; 
For tho' 1 had lov'd, y^ou at my parents defire. 
It neither had added nor ta*ea. from t^e.fire.. 

Yoalovemc; I fly you, though . I love ypu.aamttcby 
But dare not avow. it» my fate it is. fuch ;. 
But I'll live a Platonic as chafte as defire,. 
And Chloris' affe6^ioi> fhall never expire,. 

I am qpite tranfported.to think that ypu.Ioye^, 
But the living without you thefe comforts remove ; 
For I'm no Platoalc, 1 foar^not fo. high,. 
I grafp at the fubilance,.muCL have it or dic» 
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SONG 114. 

7W» Xdl me, tel) me, changing creature. 

"i-v^RUEL creature, can you leave me ? 
Can you then ungrateful prove ? 
Did you court me to deceive me, 
And to flight my conftant love f 

Falfe I ungrateful I thus to woo me» 
Thus to make my heart a prize ; 

Firft to ruin and undo me. 
Then to fcorn and tyrannize. 

Shall I fend to heav'n my prayV ? % 

Shall I all my wrongs relate ? 
Shall I curfe the dear betrayer ? 

No, alas ! it is too late. 

Ctipul, pity my condition. 

Pierce this unrelenting fwain j 
Hear a tender maid's petition, 

And reftore my love again. 



SONG 115. 

SEETI the conquerfng hero comes ; 
Sound the trumpets, beat the drums r 
Sports prepare, the laurel bring y 
Songs of tf'v^^mph to him (ing, 
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See the god -like youth auivaDCfy 
Breathe the flutes , and lead the dance; 
Myrtle wreaths aod rofe^ twine, 
To deck the hero's brow divine* 




SONG ii6. 
Sung in Harlequin's Intasion. 

V>< OME, cheir up, noy lads, ^tis to glory we ftecr, 
To add fomething new to this wonderful year : 
To honour we call you, not prefs you like flaicesy 

For who are fo free as we fons of the wavea ? 

> * . ■ 

Ififart of oak are our Jhifj, beart tf oak an 9ur 
men ; 
^We always are ready. 
Steady^ hoys^fteady^ 
We^ II fights and 'mc^U conquer, again atid agaith 

We ne'er fee. our foes, but we wifh ihem to ftayj 
They never fee us, but they wi(h us' away ; 
If they run,^why, we follow, and ran them a(hore $ 
For if they won't fight us, what can we do more ? 

Meart of oak, &c. 

They fw^ar they'll invade us, thefe terrible foef, 
They frighten our women, our chiklren, aod beaux; 
But (hould their flat bottoms in darkncfs get o'er, 
Still Britons they'll find.to recdve them on (Kpre. 

Hear* of oak, &c. 



w 



gsid! 



'^^S?^ 



130 St CECILIA} Or^ 

Well ftill make then^ ran, and we'll ftill make 
them fweat, 
In fpite of the devil, and BruiTeU Gazette f 
Then chear up» my lads, with one voice let us iing, 
^ Our foldiers» our Tailors, our ftatefmen, and king. 

Heart ofoakf 5cc. 
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jtV S Celia near f fountain lay, 
'Her eye-lids eles'^d with ileep; 

The (hepherd D^mon chancM that way 
To dnve his flock of iheep. 

With awful flep h* approached the fair^ 
To view her charming face. 

Where cv'fy feature wore an air. 
And evVy part a grace. 

His hrart inflamM with amorous pain, 
He wifhM the nymph would wake, 

Tho' ne'er before was any fwain 
So unprepar'd to fpeak. 

While Iflumb'ring thus poor Celia lay, 
' Soft wiihes fill'd her miod ; 
She cry'd, Come Thyrfis, come away. 
For now I will be kind. 




i'^-rv, 





took tier in tne yielding 
And rifl'd all her -charms. 



A 



SONG ii8. 

Tune, The Spinning- Wheel 



TTEND, ye fwains, wherever ye (koy€% 
And hear the thirling notes of love ; 
Nor chide the paflion while it ftands 
^ On her that ev'ry grace commands. 

Not the embellifhments of May 
Look half fo pleafant, or fo gay ; 
Yea ev'ry rofe muft yield its hue, 
And lilies fade beneath the dew. 

Wit flows from her engaging tonguei 
Serene as age, and quick as' young ; 
Engaging nymph feems forin'd to prove 
Superior arts in raging love. 

Let every joy that ftrikcs the mind. 
Secure to me this treafure bind ; 
On us let Heav'n its bleflings roll. 
Nor fep'iate Annie from my foul. 
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SONG 119. 

The BsbR'Drimking Britons. 
Sung at Raneiagh. Set /^^ Dr. Arnb, 

X E true honed Britons, who love your own land, 
Whofe fires were fo. brave, fo victorious and free. 
Who always beat France when they took her in 
handy 
Come join, honeft Britons, in chorus with me ; 
Conne join, honeft Britons, in chorus with me. 
Let usjing our oivn treafures^ old England's 

good ehtaff 
The profits and pleafures ofjlout Brittjh beer ; 
Tour nvine tipling^ dramjtpping fellonxjs, re- 

treat. 
But your heer- drinking Britons can never he 
beat. 

But jfour, 5c c. 

The French with their vineyards are meagre and 

pale. 

They drink of the fqueezings of half-ripen'd 

fruit ; N 

But we who have hop* grounds to mellow our ale, 

Are^rofy and plump, and have freedom to boot. 

S^t usj/ngf Sec 
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Shou*4 tlic French dare invade U8| thus arm'd 
with our poles, 
WeMl bang their bare ribs, make their lantern- 
jaws ring ; 
For your beef- eating, beer-drinking Britons arc 
fouls, 
Who will (hed their laft drop for their Country 

and King. 

Let usjingi &c. 

SONG 120. 

Sung in the P A D L o c K. 

OAY, Httle foollfh fluttering thing, 
Whither, ah I whither would thou wing 

Your airy flight ; 
Stay here, and fing, 

Your mitlrefs to deh'ght. 
No, no, no. 

Sweet Robin, you fhall not go: 
Where, you wanton, could you be, 
Half fo happy as with me ? 



SONG 121. 
Jockey to the Fair. 

JL WAS on the morn of fweet May-day, 
When Nature painted all things gay, 
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Taught birds to fi/ig aod Iambi to play. 

And gild the meadows fair $ 
Ypung Jockey, early in the room 
Arofe, and tript it o'er the lawn ; 
His Sunday's coat the youth put on. 
For Jenny had vow'd away to run 

With Jockey to the Fair ; 

For Jenny had ww^d^ tec. 

The chearful parifh bells had rung, 
With eager (Icps he trudg'd along, 
With flow'ry garlands round him hung, 
Which fhepherds U8*d to wear ; 
fSj He tapt the window, Hafle, my dear ; 
^ Jenny impatient cried, Who's there ? 
• ^ 'Tis I, my love, and no one near, 

Step gently down, you've nought to fear, 
With Jockey to the Fair ; 

Step gently doiMn^ &c. 

My dad and mammy's fad afleep. 
My brother's up, and with the fheep ; 
And will you flill your promifc keep 

Whiclrf have heard you fwear ; 
And will you ever conftant prove ; 
I will by all the Powers above. 
And ne'er deceive*my charming dove, - 
Difpel thofe doubts, and haile my love 

With Jockey to the Fair ; 
^i Diffel thofe doubts^ &c. 

k:g 5ii'.M» .>.vi Sg &w.. "^^ : 






rJUk 



W|3!jJ«* 



^JU 



**^^ 



T*.? BRITISH SONGSTER. 135 



-■i 



Behold the ring, the fhephcrd cry'd, 
Will Jenny be my charming bride \ 
Let Cupid be our happy guide, 
' And Hymen meet us there : 
Then Jockey did his vows renew, 
He wou'd be conilant, wou'd be true ; 
His word was p]edg*d, away {he flew, 
With cowflipt tipt with balmy dew, 
With Jockey to the Fair ; 

WitH conujlips tlpt^ &c. 

In raptures meet the joyful train. 
Their gay companions blych and young, 
£acb join the dance, each join the throngs 
To hail the happy pair ; 
^ In turns there's none fo fond as they, 
They blefs the kind propitious day. 
The fmiling morn of blooming May, 
When lovely Jenny run away 
With Jockey to the Fair ; 

When lovely Jenny ^ 8cc. 
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Sung by Mr. Fawcet, at Richmond. 

Set by Mr. Hook. 

Q^OME, rouze brother fportfmen, the hunter» 
all cry, 
We've got a ftrong fcent, and a favouring fky ; 
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The horn's fprightly Botes, and the lark's earljr 
fong, 

Will chide the dull fportfiDea for fletping fo loag : 

Bright Phoebus has (hcwo us a glimpfe of his hec. 
Peeped ID at our windows^ and call'd to the chafe ; 
He foon will be up, for his dawn wears away. 
And makes the fiehls bluOi with the beaou of hit 
ray. 

Sweet MolTy may teaze yoo, perhaps* to lie down^ 
And if you refufe her, perhaps fhe may frown ; 
But tell her that love mud to hunting give place. 
For as wcU as her charms^ there are charms in 
the chafe. 



Look yonder, look yonder, old Reynard I fpy. 
At his bru(h nimbly follow brifk Chanter and Fly ; 
They fcize on their prey, fee his eye- halls they-roll, 
We're in at the death— now let's. home to the bowl. 

There we^Il fill up bur glafies, and toaft to the King, 
From a bumper frefh loyalty ever wiH fpring : 
To George, peace and glory may Heaven difpenfe. 
And fox hunters ffoariih ten thoufand years hence. 



"^ 



««£); 



:^ 



^mt 



The BRITISH SONGSTER. 



37 % 



SONG 



123, 



Y« 



Tum, Young I am, and fore afraid* 



OUNG I am, and yet unfkill'd 
How to make a lover yield : 
How to keep, or kow to gain ; 
When to love, and when to feign. 

Take me, take me, fome of you. 
While I yet am young and true ; 
Ere I do my foul difguife. 
Heave my breads, and roll my eyes. 

Stay not 'till I learn the way, 
How to lye and to betray : 

He that has me Erft is bleft, 

For loiay deceive the reft. 

Could I find a blooming youtl)^ 
Full of love and full of truth, 
Brifk, and of a janty mein^ 
1 (hould long to be fifteen^ 
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SONG 124. 
Sung in Lotb in a Villagi. 

IJ OW happy were my days till now ! 
I ne'er did forrow feel. ;. 
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With joy I rofe ta milk mj cow. 
Or take my fpinning- wheel. 

My heart was lighter than a ftf,. 

Like any btrd I fung>, 
'Till he pretended love, and I 

fieltevM his flatt'ring tongue. 

a» the fool, the filly, filly fool,. 

That trufis.what nnan raay be;; 
I wifh I was a maid again. 

And in my own country.. 



SONG l2Sr 

SUng.ia^a new Farce cailfrd BurrottT Sritf kb nous. 

Tun€,. Then wbyjbculdnve quarrel fir richn f 

I 

Captain "Bt'iton fiiakei hands- with his^ Crew, and then, 
(binding- ii the xmdft of them, fiogj^, 

C-QME, thft matcg of my fortune, be cheary, 

No diftrefs (Kould the failor alarm, 
^8 the needle be true, and ne*cr fear ye,. 

PIJ warrant we'll weather the ftbrm. 
Then *why Jfiould nue dread any dangers. 

From France and her fwhole Gallic train^. 
Britijh feamen to fear ever Jlrangers^ 

Since George rida tkek lord cfthe^ maitu.' 
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We'll fhew that our Englifh fpirit 
The fame in each clnnate can be $ 

This (111] be our comfort and merit» 
That yet in our hearts we are free.. 

Then nuhj^ 3cc 

At the helm may they ever prove fteady. 
To fleer us a courfe that h right, 

Proud France then fhair down with the ready^. 
They (hall either refund or (hall fight. 

Then wjf/f &.C 

\ [ No daftardly thotights then admrttingi 
With true loyal hearts we (hall (ing> 
Heav'n profper the arms, of Old Britain>s 
And the honour prote£i of our King. 

Then nuby^ &c 



SONG mA 

Suag ID BiriTOKs Strucs JJoue^ 
Captain Briton placing hh Men on^ach fideof biiii» (ui| 

C^ OME, my lads, with fouJs befitting^ 

Let HS never be difmay'd, 
Let's avenge the wrongs of Britain,, 

And (upport her injured trade*. 
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The true fpirit of the nation 
In our honed hearts we bringp 

True, tho' in an bumble ftation^ 
To our country and our King. 



Cho&U8. 



On onr nffval ftrength' depending. 

Let us deer Old England's courfe ; 
When affronted vengeance fending, 

Shew the world Old iBngland's force ; 
Then loud peals of Briti(h thunder 

.Rattling on each hoftile (hore» 
onall make haughty France knock under. 

Nor ^all dariB infult u« nK)re. ^ ChoruSi. 

Then through all the mighty ocean 

Englafid^a crofs (hall honour find. 
Far as wave can feel a tiftotion, 
■''Far it flSg^can move with wind : 
Then infulting monarchs, (hewing 
^ More regaiul, (hall humblec,b« y. 
This old truth of Britons knowing. 

As they're brave thej w;ill be free. 

May all Engli(h ladt like you, boys. 

Prove otfl (hore true' hearts of gold, 
iPa their King. and Country true, boys^ 

And be neither bought or fold. 
'Let the Itedmeti without party 

Ad like brethren of the flood. 
To our caufe afone be hearty. 

And that caufe for Britain's good. Chokus. 



Chorus. 
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SONG 127. 

SCORNFU' NaNSY. 

iNANSY's to the green wood gaNie> 

To hear the gowdfpink chatt'ring^ 
And Willie he has followed her, 

To gain her love by f}att*riirg: 
Rut a' that he cou'd fay or do, . 

She geck'd aod fcorned at him : 
And ay when he began to woo, 

She bid him miud wha gat him* 

What ails ye at my dad, quoth he^ 

My minny or my aunty? 
With croudy moudy they fed me, 

Lang- kail, and rantytahty : 
With bannocks of good barley- meaH 

Of thae there was right plenty. 
With chapped docks fu' buttcr'd well | 

And was not that right dainty ? 

Although my father was nae hurd» 

'Tis daffin to be vaunty. 
He keepit ay a good kail yard, 

A ha' houfe and a pantry : 
A good blew bonnet on his heady 

An ourlay *bout his craggy $ 
And ay until the day he dy'd. 

He rade on good (hanks oaggy. 







;k*p 



ii«i 



**^S^«« 



142 St C £ C I L I A i Or, 



£ 



Now wae and wander on your fnout| 

Wad ye hae bonny Nanfy? 
Wad ye connpare yourfel to me^ 

A docken tull a tanfy ? 
I have a wuoer of my ain, 

They ca* him fupple Sandy, 
And well I wat his bonny mou' 

Is fweet like fugar- candy. 

Wow, Nanfy, what needs a' this din» 

Do I not ken this Sandy? 
Vm fure the chief of a' his kiOf 

Was Rob the beggar randy^ : 
His minny Meg upo^ her back 

Bare baith him and his billyh 
Will ye compare a nafty pack 

To me, your winfome Willy ? 

My gutcher leavM a good briiid fword^ 

Tho' it be aold and rulfty, 
Yet ye m^ talL it on my W6rd| 

It is baith ftout and trufty : 
And if I can but get it ^drawo^ 

Which will be right uneafy, 
I (hall lay baith my lugs in pawoi 

That he (hall get a heezy. 

Then Nanfy turned her round about^ 
And faid; Did Sandy hear ye* 

Ye wadna mifs to get a clout» 

I ken he difna fear. ye : " ^ 
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Sae had your tongue and fay nae mair. 

Set fomc where clfc your fancy ; 
For as lang's Sandy's to the fore, 

Ye never ftiall get Nanfy. 

SONG 128. 

/\ LL in the Downs the fleet was moor'd 
The dreamers waving in the wind, 

When black ey'd Sufan came on board ; 
Oh ! where (hall I my true-love find? 

Tell me, ye jovial failors, tell me true. 

If my fwcei William fails among the crew ? 

William, who high upon the yard 
Rock'd with the billows to and fro, 

Soon as her well known voice he heard, 
He iigh'd, and caft his eyes below ; 

The cord Aides fwiftly thro' his glowing hinds, 

And quick as light'ning on the deck he Hands. 

Si 

So the fweet lark, high pois'd in air, 
Shuts clofe his pinions to his bread, 

(If chance his mate's (hrill voice he hear) 
And drops at otice into her neft : 

The nobleft captain in the Britilh fleet. 

Might envy W^illiam's lips thpfe kiffes fweet« 
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O ! Sufan, Sufan, lovely dear I 

My vows (hall ever trae remain. 
Let me kifs o£P that falling tear. 

We only part to meet again : 
Change as ye lift, ye winds ! my heart ffiall be 
The faithful compafs that dill points at thee. 

Believe not what the landmen fay. 

Who tempt with doubts thy conftant mind; 

They'll tell, the Tailors, when away, 
In every port a miftrcfs find : 

Yes, yet, believe them when they tell thee fo, 

For thou art prefent wherefoe'er I go. . 

If to fair India's coail we fail, >c 

Thy eyes are fcen in diamonds bright, Ijf 

Thy breath is Afric*» fpicy gale, 
Thy (kin is ivory fo white : 

Thus every beauteous objeft that I view, 

Wakes in my fuul fome charms of lovely Sue. 

Tho' battles call me from thy arms. 

Let not my pretty Sufan mourn ; 
Tho* cannons roar, yet, fafe from harms, 

William (hall to his dear return : 
Love turns afide the balls that round me fiy, 
Le(t precious tears (hould drop from Sufan's eye. 

The boatfwain gave the dreadful word. 
The fails their fwelling bofom fpread, 
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No longer muft (he ftay on board'; 

They klfs'd; flie figh'd; he hung his head: 
Her leffenlng boat unwilling rows to land, 
Adieu ! (he cries ; and wav'd her lily hand. 
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TunCf He comet ! he comes 1 .the hero comes I 

\J NITE, unite, your voices raife ; 
Loud, loudly iing Free-Mafons' pralfe: 
Spread far and wide their ipotlefs fame. 
And glory in the facred name. 

Behold, behold, the upright band, 
In Virtue's paths go hand in hand ; 
They (hun each ill, they do no wrong, 
Stri6l honour does to them belong. 

How juft, howjuft, are all their ways, 
Superior far to mortal praife; 
Their worth description far exceeds. 
For matcblefi are Free Mafons' deedii* 

Go on, go on, ye juft and true. 
Still, ftill the fame bright paths purfue; 
Th' admiring world flull on ye gaze, 
And friendihlp's altar ever blaze. . 
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Begone, begone, fly difcord hence, 
With party rage and infolencc: 

Sweet peace (hall bleis this happy' band,^ 

And freedom fmile throughout the land. 



SONG 130. 

-VJRANT us, kind HcaV'n, what wcrequcft, 

In MaConry let us be blift ; 

Dire£l us to that happy place 

Where Friendfhip fmilcs in every face: 
Where Freedom and fwcet Innocence 
Enlarge the mind and cheer the fenfe. 

Where fcepterM Reafbn, from her throne, 

Surveys the Lodge, and makes uu one ; 

And Harmony's delightful fway, ^ 

For ever fhcds ambrofial day : 

Where we blcft Eden's pleafure tafte, 

Whilft balmy joys are our repaft. 

• > 

No prying eye can view us here; 

No fool or knave difturb our cheer: 

Our wellform'd laws fet mankind free. 

And give relief to Mifcry : 

The poor, opprefs'd with woe and grief, 

Gaii\ from our bounteous hands relief.. 

Our Lodge the focial Virtues grace, 
And Wifdom's tnUt we fondly trace }' 
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SONG 131. 

Song in ITqve in a Vlllags. 

JrlOPE ! thou nurfe of young defirci 
Fairy promifer of joyi 
' Painted vapour, glow-worm fire, 

Teai'prate^ fwcet, that ne'er can cloy. 

Hope ! thou earned of delight, 

Softeft Toother of the, mind. 
Balmy cordial, profpe£l bright, 

Surefi friend the wretched find. 

Kind deceiver ! flatter ftill, 
Deal out pleafures unpofleft ; 

With thy drjfams my fancy fill. 
And in wi(hes make me blcft* 






Whole Nature, open to our view, 
Points out the paths 'we Hiould purfue. 
Let us fubfiil in lading peace. 
And may oar happinefs increafe* 



fe 



SONG 13a. 

1 AM a bachelor winfohie, 
A farmer hj rank aad degree. 
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A glafs of rum- punch is good 

To dme the coJd winter away ;: 
'Twil^ chear and enliven the blood 

Mad when a man'b fpirits d'eoay r 
But he that drinks too much, 

Of his head will foon complain ;, 
So we'll have a gentle touch. 

And never get drunk again r 

For much drihk^ &c. 

Goodc h'quor wasr made £9iv maa,. 

But man was not made for it ^ 
ALet'« dri»k as long as wo can^. 

While wc drink not away our wit :; 
Good fellowfhip^srofteniabus'dj 

When liquor affedls the brainy 
But wc'll'fiavc it far better iis'd; 

For w^li never get dluink agcun.:- 

. For much drJrAu^^ 

' ' ■'■■'■•. • • • • 

When with good feWows wc meet j, 

A bowl amon^ three or four. 
Will make us ftand on our firet^ 

While fots lie drunk on the floor :■ 
Then lawllortVcorac fill ura bowH. 

And let it be liquor that'4 finC ;•' » 
'Twill chear and enliven the foul, 

And we'h never get diijink agaim 

Ear much JHhk, &c. 
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-Let's drfnk to anr nobfe King» 

Aodto the QuEEsr of his heart ; 
To their praife let's drink and fing,. 

And be nacrry before we' part : 
Let's drink to our j^dmirai^ 

And all our brave Tars ob the nuaiir i ' 

To our Soldiers and Officers all ; . . 

But let's nerer get drunk again. 

For much drinL 5cc. 

. ■.•'•■■■■■. 

Enough's as good a« a feaily 

If fnen di|d but meafure know ^ r 

But a fot is worfe than a beaft, 
., For he'll drink. 'till he cannot go : .'[ 

Since we cannot paftime recal 

In a tavera tkat'a fpcat ia vaiii» 
Let's learn to be fober all. 

And nevejF get drunik, agatiik ^ 

J^or musi drimk* Sue. 
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T u s Ma id . !• n B b d l a Hh 

7»)V^, G«AJ«-ACH«B'E. . 

V^NE morning, vety early, one rnornrng in the 

Spring, 
I heard a maid in Bedramwho mournfully did fing; 
Her chain (he rattled ia her hand, while fwcetly 

"thus Tung fhe^ ' 

becaufe I know 
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Oh! crnd were hi* parenti, who fent my love tofea ; 
And cruel cruel was the (hip that bore my love 

from me ; 
Yet I love his parepts, fince they're his, akho* 

they've ruin'd mcj 
And Ilov^ my love, bccaufe I know my love loves me. 

O ! (hould it pleafe the pitying PowVs to call 

mc : to the /kies» 
Vd claim a guardian angel's charge around my 

love to fly, ' ' 

To guard him from all dangers, how happy (hould 

I be! 
For I love my love, becatife I know my love loves me. 

I'll make a ftrawy garland, I'll make it wondrous 
fine. 
With rofes, lilies; daifiea, I'll. mix the eglantine; 
And' I'll- prefect it to my love, when he returns 

' from fea, 
For Ilovemy love,beqaureI knowmyloveloVesme. 

O! if I were a little bird, tobuild upon his brtafi; 
Or if I were a nightingale, to fing my lov« to reft ; 
To gaze upon his lovdy eyes, all my reward fhould be; 
l^or I iove myiqvey becaufe I know my love love^ me,. 

Ob !. if I were an eagle, to fpar into the iky, . 
I'd gaze, around with piercing eyes where I my 
love might fpy ; 
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But ah 1 unhappy maidca I that love you ne'er 

(hall fee. 
Yet I love my lorcy becaufe I know my loTe loves me. 
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Tjie Honest Fellow. Set by Dr Ariib. 

Jl HO ! Pox o* this nonfenfet I prithee give o'etf 
And talk of your Phillis and Chloe no |nore ; 
Their face, and their air» and their meioi what a 

root ! 
Here's to thee, my lad, pu(h the bottle about | 
I/ere* J to theefiny lad^ P^fl' ^^ hotiU about i 

Let finical fops play the fool arut the ape ; 
They dare not confide tn the juice of the grape : 
But we honed fellows — 'fdeath ! who'd ever think 
Of pulling for loye^ while hc^a able to drink? 

Of pulling, &c. 

^Tis wine, only wine, that troc pleafure beftoMrs ; 
Oar joys it ehcreafes, and lightens our woes ; 
Remember what topers of o d us*d to fing;, - 
The man that is drunk, is as great as a king ; 
The many &c. ^ ^ 

If Cupid aflaults you, there's law for his tricks; 
Anacreon*8 Cafes, fee page twenty fix : 
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The precedents gloribas, and juft by my foul ; 
Lay hold on» and drown the young dog in a bowl; 

What's life but a frolic, a fong, and a laugh ? 
My toail (hall be this, whilft I've liquor to quaff; 
May mirth and gopd fellowfhip always abound ; 
Boys, fill up a bumper^ and let it go round ; 
B9ysffill up a bttfkpeff and hi it go round* 
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f X^OME to my arms» my treafure 
Thou fpringof all my joy, 
Without thy aid all pleafure 
' Muft languifh, fade, aad die. 
tn vain is all rcfiflancey 
When arm'^ with thy affiftanoe. 

What fair one can deny ? 
Then, fill aroqnd the glaffes^ 

And thus we'll drink and chanty 
May all the dear kind laiTes 
Have and they wifh or want* 
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:*'♦; .V G 137. 

T H E Br AE 8 fo P B A LLBMDBN. 

By Dr. Blacklock. 

ENEATH a green (hadf, a lovely young fwain, 

Ac evening rcclin'd to difcovcr his pain j 

So fad, yet {o fweetly be warbled bis woe^ 

The wind ceas'd to breathe, and the feuntains to 
flow; 

Rude wmds, wi' compafnon^ cou'd hear him com- 
plain, 
Yet Chloe, Icfs gentle, was deaf to his ftraia. 



B 




How happy, he cry*d, my moments once flew. 
E'er Chloe's bright charms firft fla(h'd in my view ; 
ThoFe eyes then, wi'plcafure, the dawn cou'd furvcy. 
Nor fmil'dthc fair morning mairchearfu' thantliey^ 
Now fcenes of dillrcfs pleafe owly my fight, 
I'm tortur'd in pleafure, and languifh in light. 

Thro* changes, in vain, relief I purfue, 
All, all but coiifpire my griefs to renew ; 
From funfliine to zephyrs and ftiades we repair, 
To funfhine we fly from too piercing an air : 
But love's ardent fever burns always the fame; 
.No winter can cool it, no fummer inflan^e. 



But fee the pale moon, all clouded, retires, 
The breezes grow cool, not Strcphon'^ defircs : 



A 



^ 




156 St C £ C I L I Ai Or, 



I fly from the dangers of temped and "wind* 
Yet nourifh the madncfs that prej^.on my mind ; 
Ah| wretch ! how can life be worthy thy care ? 
To lengthea its monienta, but lengthens detain 



SONG 138. 
Sung at Ranelagh. 
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HAT Jenny's my friend, my delight, and 

my pride, 
I alwayv have boafted, and • feek not to hide ; * 
I dwell on her praifes, where- ever I go; 
They fay I'm in love, but I aufwcr. No, no ; 
They. fay ^ Vm In lovcy hut I anfwer^ No, no. 

At ev'ning oft times, ^with what ^pleafurc I fee 

A fiotc from her hand, " I'll be with you at tea!' 

My heart how it bounds when I hear her below ! 

But fay not 'tis love, for 1 anfwer, No, no ; 

Butfaj/t &c. 

/ 
She fings me a fong, and I echo^ts drain ; 

Again, I cry, Jenny, fweet Jenny, again : 

I kifs her fweet lips, as if there I could grow ; 

But fay not 'tis lore, for I anfwer, No, no ; 

Butfay^ kc. 
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She tells me her faults as (he fits on my knee : 
I chicle her, and fwear (he's an angel to me ; 
My (houlder (he taps, and ftill bids me think fo : 
Who knows but (he loves, tho' (he anfwers, No,no$ 
IV/jo knovJSf &c. 

9 

From beauty and wit, and good humour, how I 
Should prudence advife, and compel me to fly : 
Thy bounty, O Fortune, make hafte to beftoWf 
And let me defervc her, or ftill 1*11 fay. No ; 
And let me deferve ber^ orjlill Pllfay^ No, 



SONG 139. 
Corn Rigs are bonny. 

vi/±Y Patie is a lover gay, 

His mind is never muddy, 
His breath is.fwccter than new hay, 

His face 13 fair and ruddy. 

His (hape is handfome, middle fize ; 

He's lately in his wa'king ; 
The (hining of his een furprife ; 

'Tis heav'n to hear him ta'king ; 

Laft night I met him on a bawk, 
Where yellow corn was growing, 
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There mony a kindly word he fpak% 
That fet my heart a- glowing. 

He kifsMy and Tow'd he wad be minCf 

And loo'd me bcft of ony ; 
That gars me like to fing finfynei 
Q corn rigs are bonny* 

Let maident of a filly mind 

Refufe what maift they're wanting. 
Since we for yielding are defign'd, 

We chaftely (hould be granting : 

Then I'll comply and marry Patei 

And fyne my cockernony 
He's free to touzle air or late 
* Where corn rigs are bonny. 



SONG 140. 

The Despairing Shbphlrdess, 

T'ttwtf.— If lovc'« a fwect paffioo» 6*c. 

V/N a bank's flow'ry verge, befide a clear brook» 
A fair (hepherdefs fat, in her hand was her crook ; 
Her dog, by her fide, lay at eafc on the ground ; 
And her flocks overfpread the green p^ftures a- 
round : 
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Put the tears from her eyes in pure riv'lets they 

flowM, 
Whilil her bread with thefe accents rapturouHy 

glow'd : 

O ! why cruel Fate from my arms did ye tear 
My faithful young ihepherd^ ever con&aot and 

dear ? 
And force him away to a didance fo far^ 
'Mid(l the direful alarms of outrageous war ! 
There he'JI bafely be mangl'd or inhumanly flain, 
And my (htpherdy dear Hiepherd ! I'll ne'er fee 

again. 

Ye woods and yegroves, where often we've (Iray'd, 
Whilfl our lambs friik'd their gAmbols, and fpor- 

tlvely play'd ; 
Where firft my young fwain made to me known 

his love. 
And fwore ever conflant and true he would prove : 
Now in vain your trees bud, they all flourifh in 

vain. 
Since my fliepherd, dear Ihepherd ! I'll ne'er fee 

again> 

Ye cool (hady bowVs and fweet-fcented alcoves ; 
And ye fongfters, who chant your gay notes in 

the groves ; 
Ye high water falls, and fmooth ferpcntlne ftreams ; 
Rural fubjedls forlovers* for thempleafing themes: 
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AU ycHir beauties di^leafe roci your mafic gives 

pain. 
Since my (hepherd, tdear ihepherd ^ 1^ ae*er fee 

again. 

No more wilT my fwafn gladden yon lonefy vale $ 
'Nor no more wiU his mufic dance on the frefh gale : 
His pipe was fo pleafing and foft in the- grots. 
That linnets, to liHen, oft dropt thehr fweet notes ; 
But Vm left, with the turtle, to mourn ami com- 

plain, 
For my fliepherd,dearfhepherd^ I*!l ne^crfeeagaia* 



SONG 141. 

AV ATEft, parted from tie fe*. 

May iacreafc the rwtt-s tide. 
To the bubbling fount may flee. 

Or through fertile vallies glide : 
Though in fearcb of fof t repofe. 

Through the land 'tis free to roam^ 
Stitl it murmurs as it flows. 

Panting for its native home. 
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SONG 142. 

Thx Highlani^March^t 
JB^y ^/> Harry Erjkine. 

i N the garb of old Gaul wi' the fire of old R»cpc» 
From the heath cover'd mouDtains of Scotia we 

come, 

Where the Romans eqdcavpur'd our country to gaifl» 

j3ut oixrancetiors fp»ght> and they fough^ notin vain; 

Such our love of liberty^ our country and our laiusy 

7 h at like our ^ncefiors of old^ ivejiand by free* 

don^s caufe ; 
We* II bravely fight like heroes holdj for honour and 

applaufe^ 
And defy the French ^ wth all their arty to alter 



•« *' ■" 



our la'ws. 

No effeminate cuftoms our finews unbrace, 
No luxurious tables enervate our race. 
Our loud founding pipe bears the true martial ilraln, 
So do we the old Scottifli valour retain* 

Such our. Jove^ 5c c. . 

- ■ -vv ■ ... 

We're tall as the bale on the' mount of the'vale. 
As fwift as the roe which the hoiindddth affail. 
As the full moon in autumn our (hiclds do appear, 
Minerva would dread lo encounter our fpear.' 

Such our love, &c. 

As a ftorm in the oceari when Boreas blows, 
So are we enrag'd when we rufh on our foes ; 
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We Tons of the oiOuntaifis» tremendous as rocks^. 
Dafh. the force of our fbes with our. thundering 
llrokw* ,' ' 

-' . 3uc6: pur /ffvfy Uc» 

l^ocbec and'Cape Bteton, tRc prTde of old France, 
111 their troops fondly boailtd till we did advance ; 
But when our claymores, thej faw us produce,. 
The;ir courage did fail^ and' they fliM for a truce. 

Suc^ our love 9 5c c. 

In our reftTm may the fmry-of fa^ion h>ng ceafe, 
May our councils be wife, and our commerce ia- 

creafe $ 
And in ScotiaV cold climate may eaoh o£ us find, 
That our friejids ftill prove true, andv our beafttics 
. prove kind. 
T/fc/t otrV/ defend our liberty f our country ^^ and 
our la*wjy 
. And teach our Ikte parity /» fight in Prefdam^i 
, caufCf 
TJhat they like our anceftbrf holdy Jh'r honour and 

appiaufe% • . 
May defy the Fnncb and Spaniards to alter 
aur lifwsf 
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&ONG I4J. 

To the Tuni ofy tlLj aproo deary. 

y fficep I *cglcAcd, I loft my (hcep-hoot, 
And "all the gay haunts of my youth 1 fbrfook^. 
Nac mair for Amynta flrcflt garlaodv I wo? e» 
For ambition, 1 fald, would foon cure me of love. 

Onuhat had my youth nuiih ambition to do ? 

Why left I Amynta P ivhy broke I my vo*w ? 

£i^ nie myjheepi and my Jhcep hook rejiore^ 

ril nsjand^rfrae Ibvc and Amynta no.more. 

Through regions remote in vain do 1 rove, 
And bid the wild ocean fecure me from love ! 
O fool *! to imagine that ought can iFubdue, 
A love fo well fouoded, a pallion fo true. 

Q nvhat had my youthf Bac. 

4 

Alas ! 'lis o'er Jate at thy fete to repine ; 
Poor (h^phcrd^ Amynta nae mair can be thine : 
Thy tears arc a' frnitlcfb, thy wifhes are vain. 
The moments negle Acd return irat again. - 

'what htfd, my youths &c. 
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SONG 144, 

Fy gar rub her o'er wi' Strae.. 

VTIN ycmcet a bonny laffie, 
Gi'e her a kifs.and let her gae ; 
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But if ye meet a dirty hufly, 

Fy gar rob her o*er wi* ftraei 
Be fure ye dinna quit xhe grip 

Of ilka joy wbon ye are ymingi 
Before auld age your vitaU nip» 

And lay you twafald o'er a rung. 

Sweet youth's a.blyth and heartfome time ; 

Then, lads and iaffcs, while 'tis May^ 
Gae pu* the gowan in its prime. 

Before it wither and decay. 
Watch the fa ft minutes of dclyte, 

When Jenny fpeaki beneath her breath, 
And kiifes, laying a' the wyte 

On you, if (he kepp ony (I^aith. 



Haith ye'rc ill bred, fhe'il, fmiling, fay, 

Ye'll worry me ye grieedy rook ; 
Syne fraie your arms Hie'll rin away, 

And hide herfel' in fome dark nook«. 
Her laugh -v^ill lead you to the place 

Where lyes the happinefs you waot, 
Asd plainly, tell you to your face, 

<* Nineteen nay-fays are half a grant 



>» 



Now to her heaving bofom cling. 
And fweetly toolic for a kifa : 

Frae her fair finger whoop a ring. 
As taiken of a future biifs, 

Thefe bennifons, I''m very fure, 
Ate of the gods indulgent grant f 
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Then, furfy carls, whifh't, forbear 
To plague us vri' your whinning cant. 



&0 N G 145. 

To the Tune of^ Rule, Britannia. 

When canh's foundaiion firft wai laid. 
By the Almighty Artift's hand, 
'Twas then our perfe6^, our perfcA laws were made, 
£ftsj>liihed by his ilrrct comBnanJ. 

Hail Myfierious ; baJ/, glcrious Mafonry ! 
That fnakej us ever great t^nd free. 

As man throughont for (helter fought, 
In vaiir from place to place did roam, 

Until from hearen, from heaven he was taught 
To plan, to build, to fix his home. 

Baili Mjijlerhus^ &c. 

Hence illuflrtous roTe our Art, 
And no%>r in beauteous piles appear. 

Which (hall to cndlefs, to endiefs tinic impart. 
How worthy aad how great we arje. 

Hdil^ Myfierious^ &€• 



Nor we lefs faro'd for every tye, 

By which the human thought is bound f 
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Love, truth, and friendfhip, and friend(hip focially 
Join all our hearts and hands around. 

Hail, Myjierious^ &c. 

Our alliens ftill by virtue bleft, 

And to our precepts ever true. 
The world admiring, admiring fhall requeft 

To learn» and our,bright p^ths purfue. 

Hail^ MxfterhuSf &c. 
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SONG' 146. 
Hay's bonny Las'sib* 

X3 Y fmooth- winding Tay a fwain wzs reclining, 
Aft cry*d he, Oh hey ! maun I. ftill live pining 
Myfcll thus away, and darna difcover 
To my bonny Hay that I am her lover? 

Nae mair it will hide, the flame waxes ftronger ; 
If flic's not my btide, my days are nae longer^ 
Then I'll tak' a heart, and try at a venture, 
May be, e'er we part, my vows may content hen 

She's frefli as the Spring, and fweet as Aurora, 
When birds mount and fing, bidding day a good* 

morrow ; 
The fwaird of the mead, enamell'd with daifies. 
Looks wither'd and dead when twin'd of her graces. 
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But if fhc appear where verdure invites her, 
The fountains run clear, and flowers fmeU the 

fweeter ; 
'Tid heaven to be by when her wit is a- flowing* 
Her fmiles and bright eye fet my fpirics a-glowing. 

The mair that I gaze, the deeper I'm wounded, 
Struck dumb with amaze, my mind is confounded, 
Pm all in a fire, dear maid to carefs ye, 
For a' my deiire is Hay's bonny laflie. 

&S O N G 147. 
rr 

JQJ JLJ E that will not merry merry be, 
' f With a gen'rous bowl and a toaft. 
May he in Bridewell be fhut up. 
And fad bound to a poft : 
Lei him be merry merry there^ 

And nveUl be merry merry here; 
For nvho can kno*Wf where nvejhail go. 
To be merry another year ? 

He that will not naerry merry be| 

And take his glafs in courfe, - 
May he b'obliged to drink fmall beer. 

Ne'er a penny into his purfc; 

Lei him be merry ^ kc» 

He that will not merry merry be, 
. With' a comp'ny of jolly boys* 
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May he be plaguM with a fcolding wife. 
To confound him with her noife : 

Let him he merry ^ &c. 

He that will not merry merry be, 

With his miftrefs in his bed, 
Let him be buried in the church- yard. 

And me put in his ilead. 

Let him he merry ^ &c. 
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Thi Highland Lassie. 

J. HE lawland maids gang trig and fine. 
But aft theyVe four and unco fawcy ; 
Sae proudy they never can be kind, 

Like my good-humour'd highland laifie* 
my honnyi hcnny highland lajpe^ 
My hearty fmiling highland lajjie^ 
May never care make thee lefs fair^ 
But hloom ef youth Jlill hlefs my lajjie. 

Than ony lafs in Burrows-town, 

Wha mak' their cheeks with patches mottie, 
I'd tak'my Katty butt a gown, 

Bare- footed in her little coatie. 

my hcnny, &c. 

Beneath the brier or brecken bu(h, 
Whene'er I kifs and court my dawtie ; 
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Happy and b)y the as aoe wad wiihy 
My flightereo hrart gangs ptttie pattie. 

my bojjny^ {cc 



O'er highf ft hcthcry hills Pll ftcn, 
With cockit gun and retches tenty. 

To driTC the deer out of their den, 
To feafl my lafs on diihes dainty. 

my bonny f kc* 

There's nane Ihall dare, by deed or word, 
*Gainft her to wag a tongue or finger. 

While I can wield my trufty fword, 
Or frae my fide whiik out a whingef. 

my bonny^ &Ct 

The mountains clad with purple bloom, 
And berries ripe, invite my treafure 

To range with me ; let great fowk gloom, 

While wealth and pride confound their pleafure. 

my b9Hnyf &c. 
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I wifh my Love were in a Myrc- 

OLEST as th' immortal gods is he, 
[ The youth who fondly fits by thee. 
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And hears and fees thee all the while 
Softly fpeak and fweetly fmile I 

*Twas this bercav'd my foul of reft, 
And rai&'d fuch tumults in my bread | 
For while I gaz'd in tranfport toft. 
My breath was gone, my voice was loft: 

My bofom glow*d ; the fubtle flame 
Ran quick through all my vital frame; 
O'er my dim eyes a darknefs hung, 
My ears with hollow murmurs rung : 

In dewy damps my limbs were chill'dy 
My bloo^ with gentle horrors thrill'dy 
My feeble pulfe forgot to play, 
I fainted, funk, and dy'd away. 
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Gallows HI ELS. 

J\ H the (hepherd's mournful fate! 

When doom'd to love, and doom'd to languifh. 
To bear the fcornful fair one's hate. 

Nor dare difclofe his anguifh! 
Yet eager looks and dying fighs, 

My fecret foul difcover, 
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While rapture trembling through mine eyes, 
Reveals how much I love her : 

The tender glance, the red'ning cheek, 

O'crfprcad with rlfing blufhej, 
A thoufand various ways they fpeak, 

A thoufand various wifhes. 
For oh! that form fo heavenly fair, 

Thofc languid eyes fo fweetly fnnriling;^ 
That ar^tlefs bluHty and modeft air, 

So fatally beguiling. 

Thy every look, and every grace, 

So charm whene'er I view thee, 
^ Till death overtake me in the chace. 

Still will my hopes purfue thee. 
Then when my tedious hours are paft» 

Be this iail bleffing given. 
Low at thy feet to breathe my lail^. 

And die in fight of heaven. 
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SONG 151. 

Love is the Caufe of my Mourning. 

j5Ya murmuring ftream a fair fhcpherdcfs lay, 
Be fo kind.'O ye nymphs, I oft-times heard hec 

Tay, 
Tell Strephon I die, if he paffes this way, 
jlttd that love is the caufe of my mournings 
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Falfc {faepherdsy that tell me of beauty a ad charmt. 
You deceive mcy for Strephoa's cold heart never 

warmi ; 
Yet hriog me this Strephon, let me die in his armtf 
Oh Strefhon ! the- caufe of my mourning. 

But fird, faid (he, let me ga down to the (hadea 

belowy «. 

Ere ye Iqt Strephon know that I have lov'd him fo; 
Then on ,017 pale cheek no blufhes will fhoW, 
That love was the caufe of my wourning. 

Her eyes were fcarce clofed whea Strepboo came 

by; 
He thought ih«'d been fleeping aod foiU j dtew 

nigh : 
But finding h^fp breatblefs, Oh hea^M I did he cry. 
Ah Chlorui the caufe of n^ mourning.. 

Reftore me my ChToris, ye nymphfy ufc you c art, 
Thcy» fighing, reply *d« 'Twas your eyes (hot the 

diarU 
That wounded the tender young Ihepberdefi' hearty 
And" kilVd ihe poor Chlopis w^ mourning. 

Ah the'rvis Chlorii dead« wounded by me L he faid ; 
I'll follow thee, chaile maid, down to the iiteot 

(hade^ 
Then on her dold' fnowy breaft, leaning his head, 
Expired the 'poor Strephon nuith znourmng.. 
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SONG 152. 

Thb M b r r y B AC c n a n a l 1 an s*' 

Tunfff The merry -ton'd horn. 

J OLLY foils that are gen'rous and free, 
And true vot'rie» to Bacchus will be. 
To great Bacchus* Shrine let's repair^ 
And a bottle or two ofTcr there. 

Exempt from excife^ jour joys higher rife-f 

Still drinkingy ne^er thinking of 'what is to fay ; 
Our bottle at night gives us joy and delight^ 
And drov)ns all th^dro'wfy fatigues of the day. 

Let the griping old ufurer pine. 
Let the loter call Phillis diviney 
Let each roan what he fancies commend* 
My delight's in my bottle and friend.^ 

Exempt from^ &c. 

O what joy from the bottle there fprings. 
It can make us greater than 'kings ; 
If our fpirits by grief are opprcfs*d, 
Wine alone ican procure us fome reft. 

Exempt ftom^ 5cc. 

Great influence has wine over love, 
And the coy can make kinder to prote ; - 
Tho* the nymph very fifghting denies. 
It difcovers the truth in her eyes. 

Exempt from^ &c 
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It can make us all herocj ia*bijef, 

And the wretched* forget all his grief;; 

It,infpires the gallant and brav«^ 

Apd freedom can give to the flavc. 

Exempt fr^m^ ^. 
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SONG 153% 
The Dkuhken/W^ifii o' CAiaowAfi 

UOWJ^^ in yon moadbw a Goiipld did tftrrfy 
The good wife (be driipk nai! thing but faclk and 
Canary,. 
{& The gpodman.he complaifk?'d to her friends right 
^ airly, • 

O ! gin my wife wad drink heoly and laiHy. 

Fir fl: fhe drtak Crommy^, and fync (be drank. Gark, 
And fyne (he dra,nk the bonny grey marie, 
That carried me tbro' the dobi aad and the larie ; 

d/^m, ate. 

Sbe drank her bofe« (he drank her fbootn 
And fyne (he drank her bonny new.go^n 
Sht dcauk her ikx-k that cover'd.her rarely. 

Wad (he .drink, htf 9ik tllN'ngts. I wadfw^caiw,, 
But (he drinks my daitht. I canna, weel fpare ; 
WbcQ I'm. wi' my goiGpi^rit.ang,era aae.(airly» 

1 gin^ &c. 
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My Sunday's coat (he bag laid it a wad^ 
Th^ beft blue bonnet e'er was onmy head : 
At kirk and at market I'm coyec'd but barely. 

,My bonny white mittens I wore on m^y hand^^ . ^ 
Wi' her neighbour's wife (he has laid them in pawns^ 
My b»neheadcd&a£Fthat I Ipo'd fo dearly. 

I gtHf &c« 

I never waa for wrangltng nor ftrife, 
Nor did I deny her the comforts of life. 
For when there's* a war/ Pm ay for a parley. 

6 / gsn^ &t; 

Whenc there's ony money, (he maun keep the parfe; 
If I feek but a bawbie, (hell ffeold and (he'll curfei 
She lures like a (jueen^ 1 fcrimped and fpare]y'«^ 

0! giny &C. 

A pint wi* h«r cummers T wad her allbw. 
But when (he (its* down, (he gets herfel fu% 
And when (he is fu' &e k mico camftarie. 

Q! gin, «c. 

- 

When (he comes to the ftreet, (he roart and (he rants, 
Has no ibai^o^ her neighBburs> nof minda tlic houfe 

wanta; - 

She rants up feme fool ftng» Hkie, Up jmrthart, 

CHAftLii;, 

Gt! gin, &c. 
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When (he comes hame, (he lays on the lads, 
And.laiTet (he ca*8 them baith b— 8 and j^-s. 
And ca's myfel' ay an auld cuckold carlie. . 

0-! gin, &c« 
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Willie's drown'd in Yarrow. 

Willie's rare, and WilhVs fair, 
And Willie*8 wondrous bony. 

And Willie hecht to marry mCf 
Gin e'er he married oqy. 

Yeftreen I made my bed fu' braidt 
This night PIl make it narrow ; 

For a' the Uve-lang winter-night 
I'll ly twin*d of my marrow. 

O came you: by yon water-fide i 

Pu'd you the rofe or lily ? 
Or. came you by yon meadow- green ? 

Or faw ye my fweet Willie ? 

She fought him eaft, (he fought him- weft» 
She fought him braid and narrow ; 

.Syoe in the cleaving of a craig 

She found him drowa'd in Yarrow* 
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SONG 155. 



OUNG Strcphon,! own, is the joy of my heart; 

I love the dear youth, he's fo lircly and fmart ; 

HiS converfe is pleafing, he's manly and gay. 

And his breath la as fweet as the flowers ta May* 

When he (ings his love- llrains, all the fwains in 
a throng, 

In raptures are feen with my (hepherd'i foft fong, 

While the nymphs all around me with envy furvcyf 

Becaufe Strephon hails rae the Queen of the May. 

But lore without jeafoufy reigns on my partt 
For; as well as the May, I'm the queen of his heart ; 
Such joy and delight does his conftancy bring, 
Wiihoii^ «nvy I'd look on the ftate of a king. 
T' other ^ay for my. head he a chaplet entwin'di 
Of rofes and myrtles, and jdnquills combioM ; 
I gave him a kifs for the favour, 'tis true. 
And how could I help it — I only aik yoa ? 

You'll fay I was forward, and greatly to blame. 
What girl for fuch favour would not do the fame i 
For t'will Bot be long Jbefore Strephon and I, 
Shall join hands and hearts in one facred tie. 
Then, fare, when the church has performed itaritcs, 
And we firmly fixed in Hymen's delights. 
For his faith and his ^roth, to bind all our blifi, 
You'll furely allow^-^Ms my duty to kifi. 



, 
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SONG 156. 
Sung at Ranelaoh. 

J\ S Colin rang'd early one morning in Tpring, 
To hear the wood's choriders warble and fing } 
Young Phosbe he faw fupinely was laid, 
And thus in fweet melody fung the fair maid i 
jindthust kc* * 

Of ill ffkj experience how yaft the amount^ 
Since fifteen long winters I fairly can count I 
Was ever poor damicl fo fsfdly betray 'd^ 
To live to thefe years» and yet ftill be a maidi 
To iixfe, &c. 

Ye heroes, triumphant by faiid and by fea^ 
Sworn vot'ries to lore yet anmindful of me ^ 
OF prot^efs approv'd of no dangers afraidi 
Will yon ftand by like daftards, andfee me a tnaid i 

■ # 

Ye counfellors fage, who, with eloquent tongue. 
Can do what you pleafe with right and with wrongs 
Can it be or by law or by equity faid. 
That a comely young girl ought to die an old maid? 
T!*haf a comely t 8cQ, 

Y< learned phy(icians« whefe ecdellent flcill 
Can {ave or demolifhi can heal or can kill | 
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To a [irn^hflhni damfel coatribute your aid. 
Who Jt.wky^Very (ick| of remaining^ a maid ; 

Invoke .not to lift to my fong^ 

J^ 'MP^^^r no c?^» ^P^ ^o Q<^ ^'^^ belong \ 
I le ei^ea of echo, and ye (hadows of (hade ; 
^ Per if I ha4 youy I might ftiil be a maid; • 

For if, &c. 

Young Colin was melted to hear her complain^ 
Then whifper'd relief, like a kiqd hearted fwain | 
And Phoebe, well pleased , is no longer afraid 
Of being neglc£ied< and dying a maid ; 
[ Of being negle6iedf and dying a maid* 
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The Rock and wee Pickle Tow. , 

X HERE was an auld wife had a wee pickle tow. 
And fhe wad gae try the fpinning o't, 
But louten her down, her rock took a low. 

And that was an ill beginning o't : 
She lap and (he grat, (he (let and (he (lang. 
She trow and (he drew, (he ringled, (he raug. 
She ch.oaked,(he bocked, and cried, Let me hang, 

That ever I try'd the fpinning o't. 
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I hae been a wife t^iefe ihreefcore of ywi, 
And rCTtr did iry the fpinning o't ; >A ■ 

But how I wag farked foul fa' them lA|t^ 
For it minds mc o' the beginning o'» i 

The women now a-day. are turned {ze\»W%^ 

Th»t iika ane maun hae a fark, fomc mauiilfc* ''. 

Bui the warld wai better when feint ane av^J ■■ >"' 
But a wee rag at the beginning o'l. "-^ 

Foul fa' them that e'er advig'd me to fpinj 

Far it mindt me o' the beginning o't, 
I might well have ended as 1 had begun) 

And never had try'd the fpinning o't : | 

But they Tayflie'^iawifewife wha keni her ain weiidt i i 

1 thought ance a day it wad never be fpeir'd, V5 

How loot you the low tak' the rock by the beard, "" 

When you gaed to try the fpiuning o't ! 

The fpinning, the fpinning, it gars my heart fab, 

When 1 thing on the beginning o't ; 
I thought ance in a day to have made a wab. 

And this was to 'ave been the beginning o't : 
But had I nine doughten, as I hae but three, 
The fafelt and foundeft advice 1 wad gie, 
That they frae fpinning wad keep their handt free, 

For fear o' an ill beginning o't. 

But ID fpile of my counfel if they wad needi run, 

The dreary fad ta(k o' the beginning o't, 
Let ihcm feck out a loun place at thchcatof the fun, 
»L Syne venture on the beginning o't j 

^iaag y.... 'JiS :^ 



6 



TIm BRITISH SONGSTER. 




i8i ^ 



Fory O do as iVe done, alake and tow. 
To bufk up a Tock at the cheek of a lowr. 
They'd fay, that I had little wit in my pow, 
And ai little Pve done wl' the fpinniag o*t. 

SONG 158. 

To the Tune of the foregoing. 

1 H AE a green purle and a wee pickle gowd» 

A bonny piece land, and planting on't^ 
It fattens my flocks, and my barns it has ilow'd ; 

But the bcft thing of a's yet a wanting on't : 
To grace it, and trace it, and gi'e me delight, 
To blefs me^ and kifs me, and <:omfort my Hght, 
With beauty by day, and kindnefs by night. 
And nae mair my lane gang fauntVing on*t. . 

My Chirfty is charming, and good as flic's fair ; 
. Her een and her mouth are endianting fweet ; 
She fmiles me on fire, her frowns gi'e defpair ; 

I love while my heart gaes panting wi't. 
Thou faired and deareil delight of my mind, 
Whofc gracious embrace^ by Heav'n were deOgnM 
For happieft tranfports^ and blilTes refin'd, 

Nae langer delay thy granting fwect. 
For thee, bonny Chirfty, my fhephcrds and hynds, 

Shall carefully make the yearns dainties thine; 



Q. 
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Thut freed frae laigh care^ while love filli our mindi 

Our days (hall with pleafure and plenty fliine. 
Then hear nie, and chear me with fmlling confent, 
Belie?e me, and give me no caufe to lameaty 
Since I ne'er can be happy til) thou fay, Content, 
I'm pleas'd with my Jamie, aikd he (hall be mine. 



SONG 159. 

Tak your auld Cloak about you. 

In Winter when the rain rain'd cau1d| 

And froft and fnaw on ilka hill, 
And Boreas, wi' his blafts fae bald, 

Was threatening a' our ky to kill : 
Then Bell, my wife, wha lo'es nae ftrife. 

She faid to me right haftily, 
Get up goodman, fave Cromy*s life, 

And tak' your auld cloak about ye. 

O Bell, why doft thou flyte and fcorn I 

Thou kenft my cloak is very thin : 
It is fo bare and overworn, 

A cricke he thereon cannot rin : 
Then 1*11 nae langer borrow nor lend. 

For ance IMl new apparel'd be, 
To-morrow I'll to town and fpend, 

For I'll hae a new cloak about me. 
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My Cromie is an nfeful cow, 

* And (he is come of a good kine ; 

Aft has (he wet the bairns ' mou. 

And I am laith that (he (hou'd tyne ; 
Get up, goodman, it is fou time, 

The fun (bines in the lift fae hie : 
Sloth never made a gracious end, 

Gae tak' your auld cloak about ye. 

My cloak was anes a good grey cloak, 

When it was fitting for my wear : 
But now its fcantly worth a groat. 

For I hae worn't this threty year ; 
Let's fpend the gear that we hae wouj 

We little ken the day we'll die : 
Then 1*11 be proud, (ince I hae fwora 

To hae a new cloak about me. 

In days when our King Robert rang, 

His trews they coft him ha*f a crown ; 
He faid they were a groat o*er dear. 

And ca'd the taylor thief and lown ; 
He was the King that wore a crown. 

And thou'rt a man of laigh degree, 
*Tl8 pride puts a' the country down, 

Sae tak' thy auld cloak about thee. 

Ev'ry land has its ain lough. 
Ilk kind of com it has its hool ; 
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I thtnk the warld is a* run wrang^ 

When ilka wife her man wad rule ^ 
Do ye not fee Rob, Jock and Habj 

As they are girded gallantly^ 
While I fit hurklen in the afe ? 

ril hae a new cloak about me» 

Goodman, I wat 'tis thrcty yeara 

Since we did ane aoither ken ; . 
And we hae had between us twa^ 

O* ladi and bonny lafSen ten : 
Now, they are women grown and men, 

I wi(h and pray well may they be ; 
^ And if you prove a good hufband^ 

E'en tak*" your auld cloak about ye. 

Bell, roy'wife, (he lo'cs nae ftrife ; 

But (he wad guide me if (he can, 
And to maintain an eafy. Ufe» 

I aft maun yieldi tho' I'm goodman : 
Nought's to be won at womap's hand». 

Wnlcfs ye gi'c her a' the plea ; 
Then 1*11 leave aff where I began, 

And tak' my auld cloak about me; 



h 



'53** 



Mb 



1'.' W! 



hfc fc fc ii l i t 



^^fS^ 



Thi BRITISH SONGSTfiR. 185 



S N G 160. 

Thb Bltthsomb Bridal. 

r T let us a" to the bridal^ 

For there luili be lilting there^ 
For Joek^s to be marry* d to Maggie^ 

The lafs nvP the goiuden hair / 
And there will be lang-kail and porridge. 

And bannocks of barley-meali 

And there will be good fa't herringi 

To relllh a cogu^ of good ale. 

Fy let usf &c. 

And there will be Sawney the fouter, 

And Will wi' the meikle mou : 
And there will be Tarn the bl utter. 

With Andrew the tinker, I trow ; 
And there will be bow'd-leg'd Robie, 

With thumblefs Katie^s goodman ; 
And there will be blue cheeked Dabbiei 

And Lawrte, the laird of the land. 

Fy let uff &c. 

And there will be fowlibbcr Patict 

And plucky. fac'd Wat i' th' mill. 
Caper- nosM Francie, and Gibbie 

That wons in the how o' the hill f . *^,. r 

And there will be Alafter Sibby, ; 

Wka in wi' black Befly did mool> 
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With fntf ling Lilly and Tibbj, 
The laft that ftaodi aft oo Ac ftool. 

Fj let ust dec. 

And Madge that was bucklM to Steeny, 

And co(l him grey breekt to hit arle, 
Wha after wai hangit for ftealing. 

Great mercy it happened nae warfe : 
And there will be gleed Geordy Jannert, ^ 

And Kir(h wi' the lily white legt 
Who gade to the South for manneri» 

And bang'd up her wame in monfmeg. 

Fj Ut us, 5ca 

And (here will be Juden Maclourie^ 
And bHnkin daft Barbara Macleg, 

Wi' flea-lugged fharney-fac'd Lawrfe, 
And (hangy mou'd hahjcket Meg. 

And there wilt be happer-ars'd Nanfy» 
And fair fac'd Florie by name» 

Muck Madie, and fat-hippct Giriy, 

The laCii wi' the gowdea wame. 

Fy let ui, kc. 

And there will be girn- again Gibby« 
• Wi' liis glafkit wife Jentiy Bell, 
And meafly-fliiuM Mungo Macapte» 

The lad tha^ wa« (kipper himfel^ : 
There lad«» ahd lafles in pearliiig8» ' 

Will fcaft i' the heart of the ha\ . 
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On fybowty and rifartSy and carlingi. 

That are baith foddco and raw. 

Fy let tu, &c. 

And there will be fadges and brochcOy 
With fouth of , good gabbock of Ikate^ 

Powfowdie, aid dranimock» and crowdie^ 
Aiid caller nowt-fcet in a plate. 

And there will be parteos and buckici^ 
And whytent and fpaldings eoeWf 

And fingit (heep-headt and a haggieif 

And fcadlipt to (up till ye fpew* 

Fy lei msi &c. 

And there will be lapper*d-inilk kebbacks»v 

And fowensy and farleSf and bapa» 
With fwats and well fcraped paunckett 

And brandy in ftpupt and in caps : 
And there .will be meal-kail and caftockft 

And (kink to fnp till ye rive f 
And roafts t^ roaft on a brafidep 

Of flowks that were taken alive. 

Scrapt haddocki, wilk,s^ 4°l(e and langlett \ 

And a mill of go^d fnifiiing to prit; %-.,-.. 

When weary with eating and drinking^ 

We'll rife up apd dance till; we die. 

Fjf ht uif &C 
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Tns Frugal Maid. 

I Am a poor tmidcn iorfAtitf 

Yet I beai^ a co&tedtQd.^mind ^ 
I am a p^ maidca forfakeay 

Yet V\\ find another more.kmd : 
For, akho' JL be fbr(akea# . 

Yet, thii I would hare yod to know, 
I ne*er wai ,h 9} provided 

But I'd two or three ilrkigi to my bow* 

I own that once I lov'd binsi 

But hiii (com I cbul^' n^rer endure ; 
Nor yet to that height of perfedion, 

For hti fligbta to love hif» the more : 
I own he waa' very tngagtiigi • 

Yet thia I would hate you to know, 
I ne'er wai fo ill provided; # 

But rd two or three ftrings to my bow. 

• • * • 

Yesn^oidna who hear of my ditty, 

And are unto loving inclined, 
Mens adMArihey ar<^ fub/e&to changing, 

And waveriBg like to tie wind ; 
Each objeA creates a new fancy : 
Then this I wouTd' have ycm to do ; 
iU cafjr and free, and take pattern by me. 

And keep two or three firings to your bow. 
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SONG 162. 

X HE laft time I came o'er the muir, 

I left my love behind me ; 
Ye Pow'rs ! what pain da I endure. 

When foft ideal mind me ? 
Soon ai the ruddy morn difplay*d 

The beaming day enfuing, 
I met betimes my lovely maidj 

In fit retreats for wooing. 

Beneath the cooling (hade we.Iayi 

Gazing and chaftely fp*rting« 
We kift'd and promised time awtyt- 

TUl M*ght fpretd her bhck curtain^ 
I pitied all beneath the ikie8» 

Ev'n Jungs, when (he was nigh me|. 
In I'aptures I beheld her eyes, 

Whfch cou*d but ill deny me« 

SKou*d I b< call'd- where caoAons loar, ^ 

Where mortal fteel may wound me> 
Or cad upon fome foreign (hore> 

Where dadgers may furround me ; 
Yet hopes again to fee my love» 

To feaft on glowkg kiflei. 
Shall make my care at diftance movei 

In profpe£k of fuch blifles. 

In all my foul there*s not one place 
To let a riiral enter } 




Since (he ezceli in e^'ry grace. 
In her my love (hall center. 

Sooner the feas (hall ceafe to flow. 
Their wayei the Alps (hall cover. 

On Greenland ice fhall rofes grqw» 
Before I ceafe to love her. 

The next time I gang o*er the muir, 

She (hall a lover find me ; 
And that my faith is .firm and pure, 

Tho' I left her behind me : 
Then Hymen's iacred hoods (hall chaii 

My heart to her fair bofom ; 
There, while my being does remain, 

My love i6ort fre(h (hatl bloffom. 



SONG 163. 
Tift TuaNiMspitt. 

V 

UeRSELL pe Highland (hentlcmao, 

Pe auld as Pothwel prig, man; 
An' mony alterations feen 

Amang te Lawland Whig, man* 

Faf/lal, Blc. 

Firft when her lo the Lawlatids cam', 

Nainfell was driving cows, man : 
There was nae hiws apout him^a nerfe, 

Apout the preeks or trews, man. 
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Nainfell did wear the phtlabeg, 
The plaid prick't on her ihoulder; 

The guide claymore hung pe her pelt| 
The piftol iharg'd wi* powder. 

But for whereas tbefe curfed preeks^ 
Wherewith her nerfe pe lockity 

O hon ! that e'er fhe faw the day ! 
For a' her houghs pe proktt. 

Every t'ing. in te Highlandi now 

Pe turn't to alteration ; 
The fodger dwall at our toor (heek. 

And tat'i te great vexation. 

Scotland be turn't t Ningland now. 

An' laws pring on te cadger : 
Nainfell wad durk her for her deeds» 

But oh (he fears te fodger. 

« 

Anither law cam' after that, 
Me never faw te like^ man : 

They mak' a lang road on te crund» 
And ca' him Turnimfpike, roan. 

An* wow (he pe a ponny road. 
Like Louden com rigs*, man ; 

Where twa carts may gang on her^ 

An' no preak ithers legs, man. 

They (harge a penny for ilka horfe. 
In troth fhc'U no pe (heapcr. 
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For Dooght put ga'a vpoi' the cmody 
And they gic ne « paper. 

They tak' te horfe t'en py te head, 
And t'ere they mak' him ftand^rfnah % 

I teird them that I feen te day 
He had oae fie commaiuiy man. 

Nae dou'tfi Nainfell maun tra herpurfe, ' 
And pay them what himt like, man ; 

I'll fee a (hugement on hif toor, 
T'at filthy Turnimfpike, man. 

But rihawa to te Highland hills. 
Where t'eil a ane dare turn her. 

And no come near her Turnimfpikey 
Unlets it pe to purn her. 



SONG 164. 

Kat.harxns Ooit. 

J\ S walking forth to view the plain. 

Upon a morning early. 
While May*! fweet fccnt did ehear my brain. 

From ilow'rs which grew fo t'arely : 
I chanc'd to meet a pretty maid, 

She (hin'd though it was foggy; 
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I alk'd her oapie; Sweet Str» (he ftidf 
My name is Katharine Ogie« 

I ftood a while, and did admire. 

To fee a nymph fo ftately ; 
So briik an air there did appear. 

In a country -maid fo neatly : 
Such nat'ral fweetnefB (he diiplay'di 

Like a hlie in a boggie ; 
Diana's felf was ne*er array'd 

Like this fame Katharine Ogie. 

Thou flowV of f&malesy Beai^ty's queen, 

Who fees thee, fure muft prize thee ; 
Though thou art dreft in robes but mekn, 

Yet thefe cannot difguife thee ; 
Thy handfome air and graceful look. 

Far excells any clownifh rogie ; 
Tfaou'rt match for laird, or lord, or duke, • 

My charming Katharine Ogie* 

O were I but a (hepherd fwain ! 

To feed my flock befide thee, 
At boughting time to leave the plain. 

In milking to abide thee ; 
I'd think myfelf a happier man. 

With Kate, my club, and dogie. 
Than he that hugs his thoufands ten. 

Had I but Katharine Ogi^. 
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Then I'd defpiTc th' imperial throne. 
And ftatefmtn'f dangerous ftationt f 

I'd be no king, I'd wear no crown, 
I'd fmile at conquering nations : 

Might I carefs and ftill poiTefa 
This lafs of whom I'm vogie ; 

For thefe are toys^ and ftill look lefsf 
Compar'd with Katharine Ogie. 

But I fear the gods have not decreed 

For me fo fine a creature, 
Whofe beauty rare makes her exceed 

All otker works in nature* 
Clouds of defpair furround my love. 

That are both dark and foggy ; - 
Pity my cafe, ye pow'rs above, 

£lfe I die for Katharine Ogie. 
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SONG i6j. 

The Wand'rino Sailor. 
Sung in the Summer Amusement. 

J. HE Wand'ring Sailor ploughs the main, 
A competence in life to gain ; 
Undaunted braves the ftormy feas, 
To find at lafl content and eafe : 
In hopes nvhen toil and dangers o*er^ 
To anchor ^n his native Jhore. 
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When winds blow hard and roountaiDH roily 
And thunders (hake from pole lo pole; 

Though dreadful wJlv.es furrounding foain, 
Still Hatt'ring fancy wafts him home : 

//; hopes i &c. 



When roufid the bowl ih< jovial crew. 

The early fcencs of youth renew ; 
Though each his fav'rite fair will l^oaft^ 
This is the univerfal toafl : 

May nvff fwhen toil and dangers o^er^ 
Caji anchor on our native Jhort, 
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SONG i66. 

Tune, PiNKY-HovfB* 

.A. S Sylvia in a forcft lay, 

To vent her woe alone ; 
Her fwain, Sylvanderi came that way, ] 

And heard her dying moan* 
Ah ! IS my love, /he faid, to you 

So worthlefs and fo vain ? 
Why is your wonted fondoeCi now 

Converted to difdain ? 

You vow'd the light fhou'd darknefs tnjm. 
E'er you'd exchange yonr love ; 

In Hudes nQW may creation mourn, 
Since yoa anfaithfol prore. 
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Was k for tht« I credk gave 

To cv'Vy oath you fworc? 
But ah h it fcems they moft deceivef 

Who moft our charms adore. 

'Ti8 plain your drift was all deceit*. 

The pradktce of mankind : 
Alas ! I fee it, but too late» 

My loYc had made me blind. 
For you, delighted I could die ;- 

But oh h with grief Tm 611M, 
To think that credulous conftant I 

Shou'd by yourfelf be killU 




^ Thisfatd- 



•all breathlc&i fiick. aad pale, 



Her head upoo her hand, 
She found her vital fplrits fail. 

And fenfes at a^ ftand; 
Sylvander then began, to melt; 

But c*cr the word was given^. 
The heavy Wind of Death (he felt,. 

And fighM her fcuil to Heaveo* 
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SONG i6p 

Mary S«cot» 

riAPPY's the love which meets retur^jgpf 
Whea iin foft flames fouls equal buro i 
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But words are wanting to diTcover 

The torments of a hopelefs lover. 

Ye regifters of Heav'n, relate, 

If looking o'er the roHs of Fate, 

Did you there fee me mark'd to marrow 

Mary Scot the flower of Yarrow ? 

Ah no ! her form's too heav'nly fairy 
Her love the gods above moft (hare ; 
While mortals with defpair explore her. 
And at dillance due adore her. 
O lovely maid ! my doubts beguile^ 
Revive and blefs me with a fmile : 
Alas ! . if not, youll foan debar a 
Sighing fwain the banks of Yarrow. 

Be hufh, ye fears, 1^1 not defpair^ 
My Mary's tender as ihe's fair | 
Then Pll go teU her all mine angoifbt 
She is too good to let me languifli ; 
With fuccefs crown *d, I'll not envy 
The folks who dwell above the &y ; 
When Mary Scot's become my marrow^ 
We'll make a paradife in Yarrow. 
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SOIfG i63. 
To the Tunc of the foregoing* 
WAS fummer, and the day was fair, 



'T 

Refolv'd a -while to fly from care. 
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Beguiling thoujgrHtf fbrgottin^ forrow^ 
I wander o'er th« bract of Yarrow ;. 
Till then defpifing beauty's powcr». 
I kept mj heart,, my: own fecure ; 
But Cupjfl's art di4:therjC deceive mc^ 
And Marj'tf charms do now.'enibve mtc. 

Will cruel' love no^bribe receive ?^ 
No ranfom take for Mary's Hiave ? 
Hier frowQf of reft and- hope deprive me ;: 
Hen lovely fmiles like light revive me. 
No bondage may with mine compKire, 
Since firil I faw thift charming fair : 
This beauteous flower, thia rofe of*Yanx>w«, 
In Nature's garden has no marrow. 

Had I of Ffeaven but one reqtief^V 
I'd aOc to ly in Mary's breaft': 
There would* 1 liyeor die with pleafiire, 
Nor fpare thisi world one momem's leifure ;. 
Defpifing kings and a41 that^a great, 
I'd fmile at courts and courtier's fate; 
My joy complcat- on fuch a mat row^ 
I'd dwell with her, and HVe on Yarrow^ 

• But tTio' filch blifs I ne'fct (hould gaift,. 
Contented dill Til wear myrchain,. 
In hopes ipy faithful heart may move her ;, 
For le^inJH lif» V\\ always lOve hert 
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Whtt doubtd diftraft a lover^ mmd ^ 
That breafti alJ foftnefs, mud prove kind ^ 
And he (hall yet- become my loarrow^ 
The lovely beauteoua rofe of Yarrow. 



& N G i69> 

AVLD RgBIM GftbT* 

Tuncy The Bridegroom greetti 

When the (heep are in th« fauld,. and the &y 

at hame,. 
And a the warld to (leep are gane y 
The waes of my heart £ii'8 in (hpwcrs frae mj; et^ 
When my goodman lyes found by me« 

Young JenrMDy Too'd" me weir, aod lie fought me 
for hia bride,. 
But favJDg a crown'ht had naeiHtng bcfide ;:- . 
To mak' that crown* a. pundi my> Jjemmy gade 

to fea«. 
And. the crown and the pund. were baith foi^ me. 

He-had naebeen awa' aweek but' only twa^ ' 
When my mithor fhe fell fick, and the oow wat 

ftoun awa? ;-. 
My father brak' his armiand'my Jemmy at thefea. 
And Tuld' Robin Grey came acourtihg me* . 

My. father cudna- work, andmymitkercudba'fprOy 
I toird day-and tightybut their bread f cadna'wib; 
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Aald Rob mtintainM them baith, and wi* tears 

in hit etf 
Said, Jenny for their fakes » O marry me* 

My heart it faid nay, I look'd for Jemmy back; 
But the wind it blew high» and the fhip it waa a 

wrecks 
The (hip it was a wreck, why didna Jemmy die ? 
And why do I live to fay waes me ? 

, Auld Robin argued fair^ tho' my mither didna 
fpcak. 
She looked in my face till my heart was like to 

breaky 
So they gi^ed him my hand^ tho' my heart was 

in the feat 
And aukl Robin Grey is gudeman to me. 

I hadna been a wife a week but only four. 
When fitting fae mournfully at the door, 
I few my Jemmy's wreath, for I cudaa think it he^ 
'Till he faid, I'm come back for to marry thee. 

fair did we greet, and muckle did we fay ; 
Wtttook biit ae kifs^ and we tore ourfielres away : 
I wifli I were dead but I'm no like to die; 
And why do I live to fay waes me ? 

1 gang like a ghaift, and carena to fpia ; 
I darena think on Jemmy, for that wou*d be a fin ; 
But I'n do my beft a gudc wife to be, 
For aiild Robta Cvey is kind onto me. 
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SONG 170. 

Th« Highland Laddie. 

1 HE lawland lads think they are fine ; 
But O, theyVe vain and idly gawdy ! 
How much unlike that gracefu' mein. 
And manly looks of my highland laddie ! 
my hanny^ bonny highland laddie ^ 
My handfome charming highland laddie ; 
May heaven flUl guards and l<yoe renuafd 
Our lanuland lafii and her highland laddie* 

» 

r If I were free afc will to chofe, 
\^ To be the wealthieft lawland lady, 
I'd take young Donald without trewsy 
With bonaet blue, and belted plaidy. 

my hft^yt &c. 

The bra weft beta in burrow's- town. 

In a' his airs, with art made ready, ^ 

Compar'd to Kim he^ but a clowa ; 
He's ^Der far in's tartan plaidy. 

my honr^i &c» 

O'er henty hill with him Pll run, 
And leare my lawland kin and dadjr, 

Frae winter's eauld, and fummer's fun, 
He*n fcreen me with his highhnd plai^» 

my hnnyt 8tc, 
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A ptinted room, and filken bed. 

May pleafe a lavHand laird and lady ; 

But I can kifi and be as g1ad» 

Behind a bulh in't highland plaidy. 

Few compliments between us pafsy 
I ca' him my dear highland laddici 

And he ca's me his lawland lafs» 
Syne rows me in beneath his plaidie. 

Nae greater joy HI e'er pretend. 

Than that his love prore true a«d fteady, 

Like mine to him, which ne^er (hall end. 
While Heav'n preferves my highland laddie, 

mj hanj, &c 
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SONG 171. 
Etrick Banks. 



N Etrick banks, in a fummer^s night. 

At glooming when the (heep drave hame» 
I met my laflie braw and tight. 

Come wading barefoot a' her lane • 
My heart grew light, 1 ran, I flang 

My arms about her lily neck« ' 
And kifs'd and clapt her there fou lang, 

My words they were na mony feck. 
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I faid, My laflie, will ye go 

To the Highland hills, the Erfe to learn i 
I'll haith gie thee a cow and ew. 

When ye come to the brigg of Earn. 
At Leith auld meal comes in, ne'er £ifh, 

And herrings at the Broomy Law ; 
Chear up your hearty my bonny lafs, 

There's gear to win we never faw. 

All day whien we have wrought enough, 

When wintir, frofts, and fnaw begin, 
Soon as the fun gaes weft the loch. 

At night when ye fit down to fpin ; 
I'll fcrew my pipes, and play a Tpring, 

And thus the weary night we'll end ; 
Till the tender kid and lamb- time bring 

Oar pleafant fummer back again. 

Syne when the trees are in their bloom, 

And gowans glent o'er ilka field, 
I'll meet my lafs amang the broom. 

And Yead ypu to my fummer (hield* 
Then far frae a*^ their fcornfu' din, 

That nfak' the kindly hearts their fport. 
We'll laugh, and kifs, and dance, and fing. 

And gar the langed day feem fhort. 
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My Nelly ! my fair, I come ; O my love ! 

Nae power (hall thee tear again from my armty 
And, Nelly, nae mair thy fond fhepherd reprove. 

Who knows thy fair worth, and adores a' thy 
charms. 

She heard ; and new joy (hot thro* her faft frame. 

And will you, my Love ! be true ? (he replied : 
And live I Co meet my fond (hepherd the fame ? 

Or dream I that Sandy will make me his^ bride i 
O Nelly ? Hive to find thee ftill kind : 

Still true to thy fwain, and lovely as true : 
Then adieu to a* forrow ; what foul is fo bliad, , 

As not to live happy for ever with you. 
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SONG 175. 
By D. A. Webster. 
To the Tune of the foregoing. 

H ! how cou'd I venture to love ane like thecy 
And yoH not defpife a poor conquell like me ? 
On lords, thy admirers cou'd look wi' difdain. 
And knew I was naething, yet pitied my pain ? 
You faid, while they teaz'd you with nonfcnfe and 

drefs. 
When real the pafRbn, the vanity's lefs ; 
You faw thro' that (ilence which others defpife. 

And, while beaux were a-tauking| read love in mj 
cyee. 
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O ! how (hall I fauld thee, and kifs a'thy charmi^ 
'Till fainting wi* pleafure, I die in your arms : 
Thro* a' the wild tranfports of ccftafy toft, 
'Till finking together, together weVe loft ! 
Oh! where is the maid that,like thee,ne'ercan cloy, 
Whofe wit does enliven each dull paufe of joy ; 
And when the ftiort raptures are all at an end. 
From beautiful miftrefs turns fenfible friend i 

In vain do I praife. thee, or ftrive to reveal. 
Too nice for cxpreflion, which only we £ct]. 
In a' that you do, in each look and each mein. 
Thy graces in- watting adorn you unfecn. 
When I fee you, I love you ; when hearing adore * 
I wonder, and think yoa a woman no mote ; 
Till mad wi' admiring, I caenot contain. 
And kiiling your lips, you turn woman again. 

With thee in my bofom, how can I defpair ? 
I'll gaze on thy beauties, and look awa care : 
1 11 aik thy advice when with troubles oppreft. 
Which never'difpleafes, but alwayi is beft. 
In all that I write 111 thy judgment inquire; 
Thj wit (hall corre^ what thy love did infpire : 
ril kifs thee, and prefs thee, tilt youth is all o'er, 
And theft live in friendfliip, when pafi&on's no more. 
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SONG 17ft 

7«w.— Jolly Mortal »9 ire- 

ET*8 be jovial, fill our gTaflcs; 
Madnefs 'tis for us to think| 
How the worid is rql'd by a^Tes, 
And the wife are fway^d by chink» 



L 



Then never let vain cares opprefs ur» 

Riches are to them a fhare, 
We'rt efVy one as, rich as Croefus, 

While our bottle drowoi our care*' 

Wine will make us red as rofes, 

And our forrows quite Ibrget : 
Come let us fuddle all our nofes. 

Drink ourfeWes (j[uit out of debt* 

When grim death is looking for u8|. 

We're caroufing o'er our howlsy 
Bacchus jxiining in the chorus^ 

Cries, Death, begone L here's none but foah*^ 

Godlike Bacchus thus commanding, 
Trembling Dtath away (hall Ajp. 

Ever aftei: underftanding 

Drinking (ouls can never dicw 
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SONG 177. 

Thb Tempest. 



C 



£AS£> rude Boreas, bhift'ring railert 

Lift' ye landmen all to me ; 
Mefs- mates, hear a' brother failor. 

Sing the dangers of the Tea. 
From bounding billows, firil in motioBy 

When the diftant whirlwinds rife^ 
To the tempell -troubled ocean, 

When the feas contend with ^iet» 

Hark ! ^the boatfwain hoarfely bawling, 

By top-fail (heets and hallyards (land; 
Down top^gallants, quick, be hauling, 

Down your ftay-fails, hand, boys, hand* 
Now it frefhens, fet the braces. 

The lee top -fail (heets let go ; 
LoofiP, boys, looff, den't make wry facets 

Up your top-fails nimbly clew« 

Now all you on down beds fporting. 

Fondly locked *twixt beauty's arms^ 
Freih enjoyment, wanton coirrtingy 

Safe from all but love's alarms. 
Around us roars the tempelt louder ; 

Thiffk what fears our minds enthrall : 
Harder yet, it yet blows harder, 

Now again the boalfwain's call. 
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The topbil yards point to the wind, bojs, 

See ftll clear tiD ^reef each courft ; 
Let the fore-flieet go, don't mindy^boys^, 

Tho' the weather fHou'd'be worfe. 
Fore and.aft the fpritfkil-yardgoty/ 

Reef the misten, fee all clear;. 
Hands up, each preventure brace fot,. 

Man. the fore- yard ; cheer, ladsi^cheer^. 

Now the dfeadfiil thunder's roaring !' 

Peals on peals contending claiH 3 
On, our heads fierce rain falls pouriag,. 

In our eyes bl«e light'nings flaih* 
One wide water all around vtty. 

All above but. one! black iky ! 
DiiFVent deaths at once, furrouiid ui : 

Hark 1 what, means, yon dreadful cry ? 

• 

The foreman's gone, cries cvffy tongve owt,. 

O'er the lee, twelye feet *bovc deck ! 
A lake Beneath the che(lree*s fpfrung oat k 

Call all hands to clear the wreck. 
Qtiick, the la.nnlards. cut to pieces* 

Come,, my hearts, he ftout and bold ;; 
Plunnb the well, the leak increafes. 

Four feet water's in the hold !. 

While o*er. the (hip the wild waves beatingi. 

We for wives and children, mourn : 
Alaa I from hence there's no retreating^, 

Alas 1. to them there's no return 1 
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Still the laak is gaintnir cm uf,. 

Both chain -pumps are choak'd bdow I 
Heav'n have mercy here upoD ut t 

Only HE can fave. us now* 

On the lee- beam is the land, boyt). 

Let the guns o'er board be thrown ;; 
To the pumps come ev'ry hand, boydy 

See ! her mtzzen^maft is gone. 
The leak we've found, it cannot pour (t&p 

We've lightenM her a foot or more ;. 
Then up and rig a jury foremad. 

She's tight, (he's tight^ boys, wc;ar off (here. 

Now, onoe more, on joys we're thinking. 

Since kind Fortune favM our lives ; 
Come,, the cann, boys, let's be drinking- 

To our fweet- hearts, and our wives.- 
Fill it up, about (hip wheel it ;: 

Clofe to lips the briinmer join, 
Where's the tcmpeft now ? who feels it t 

None f— our danger's drown'd 10 wiae. 

SONG i78i 
May E^ve, or Kate of A&ucdssn^ 

J. HE iilver moon's enamour'd beam- 
Steals foftly (hrough the night, 
To wanton in the winding ftream), 
And kifs refl(:fted light. 
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To courts begone, heart Toothing ffeep» 
Whete you've io feldom been ; 

Wbilft I my wakeful vigil keep 
With Kate of Aberdeen. 

The nymphs and fwatns expeftant waity 

In primrofe chaplets gay, 
'Till morn unbars her golden gate. 

And gives the promii'd May. 
The nymphs and fwains fhall all declare^' . 

The promisM May, when feen, 
Not half fo fragrant, half fo fair. 

As Kate of Aberdeen. 

I'll tune my pipe to playful notes. 

And roufe yon nodding grove, 
Till new* walked birds diftend their throats^ 

And hail the maid I love. ' 
At her approach the lark roiftakes. 

And quits the new-drefs'd green : 
Fond birds, 'tis not the morning breaks^ 

'Tis Kate of Aberdeen I 

Now blithefome o*er the dewy meadf 

Where elves difportivc play. 
The feftal dance young (hepherds lead. 

Or fing their bvetuh'd lay ; 
Till May in morning robe draws nigh^ 

And claims a virgin queen» 
The nymphs and fwains exulting cry, 

" Mere's Kate of Aberdeen ^ 
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SONG 179. 

The Yellow- HiiiR^o Ladd»b* 

JL HE yellow- hairM laddie fat down on yon brae. 
Cries, milk the ewe«, laflie, let nane of them sae; 
And ay (he milked, and ay (he fangi 
The yellow- hair'd laddie (hall be my.goodman. 

And ay Jhe milked^ ^z» 

The weather is cauld, and my claithiog is thin. 
The ewes are new clipped, they winna bught io : 
They winna bught in the' I (hou'd die, 
O yellow- hairM laddie, be kind to me. 

They 'wlnna hught iftf See* 

The goodwife cries butt the houfe, Jenny, come 
ben, 
The cheefe is to mak, and the butter^s to kiro ; 
Tho' butter, and cheefe, and a' fhou'd fowr, 
I'll crack and ki(t wi* my love ae haffhour ; 
It's ae haff hour, and we't e'en mak it three^ 
For the yellow- hair'd laddie my huiband (ball be. 
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SONG 180. 

To the Tunc of the foregomg* 

J N April when primrolet paint the fweet plain, 
And fummer approaching rejoiceth the fwain ; 




The yellow-kaii-'d laddie wodd ofteotimet go 
To wi]df and deep glens where the hawUiorn trees 
grow. 

"Diere uader the (hide of ao old facred tbom. 
With freedom he fung Lis love's CT'aiiig and mom ; 
He fang with fo faft and enchanting a found. 
That fylvans and fairies nnfeen danc'd around* 

The (hepherd thus fang, Tho' yoong Maya be 
fair» 
Her beauty is dafh'd with a fcomfn' proud air ; 
But Sufie was handfome, and fweetly con'd fing; 
Her breath like the breexes perfnm'd in tbc ipring. 

That Madie in all the gay bloom of her youth« 
Like the mooa was anconftant, and never fpoke 

truth; 
But Sufie was faithful, good- humour'd* and free* 
And fair as the goddeCi which fprung from the Siau 

That mamma's fine danghtert witb all her great 
dow'r. 
Was aukwardly airy, and frequently fowV ; 
Then, fighing, he wifh'd, wou'd parents agree, 
The witty fweet Sufie his miftrcfs might be. 
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SONG i8f. 

To the Tune of tbe forcgmiig. 

Peggy- 
AAr HEN firft my dear laddie gade to the greea 

hill. 
And I at ewe- milking firft fey*d my yoang flciHf 
To bear the milk bowie nae pain waa to mt. 
When I at the bughting forgathered with thee 

Patie. 

; When corn-riga wav'd yellow, and blue hetheir- 

f bells 

7 Bloom'd bonny on moorland and fweet rifing fells, 
Nae birns, briers, or brechens, ga'e trouble to me, 
If I found the berries right ripen'd for thee. 

Peggy- 

When thou ran, or wrellled, or patted the (lanes 
And came afF the victor, my heart was ay fain : 
Thy ilka fport manlie ga'e pleafure to me; 
For nane can putt, wreille, or run fwift as thee. 

Patie. 

Our Jenny fings faftly the Cowden Broom knotvjf 
And Rofie lilts fwcctly th milking the ewes; 
There** few Jenny Nettles like Nancy can fing; 
At thrQ*[S3 the nuood^ laddie^ Befs gars our lugs ring ; 
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But when my dear Peggy fings, with better fkiH, 
The Boatman^ T*we€dfide^ or the lafs 9f the tiulL 
'Tis mony timet Tweeter and pleafant ta me ; 
For tbo' they fing nicely, they cannot like thee. 

How eafy can lafTes trow what they defirel 
And praifes fae kindly increafes love's fire : 
Give me ftill this pleafure, my ftudy (hall be, ' 
To make myfelf better and fweeter for thee. 



SONG 182. 



Sung in The Gentlb Shepherd. 
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Patie. 

JljY the delicious warmnefs of thy mouth. 
And rowing eye, which fmiling tells the truth, 
I guefs, my lafCe, that as well as I, 
YouVe made for love, and why fhould ye deny? 

But ken ye, lad, gin we confefs o'er foon, 
Ye think us cheap, and fyne the wooing*8 done : 
The maiden that o'er quickly tines her pow'r. 
Like unripe fruit will tafte but hard and fow'r. 
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But when they Hing o^er lang apon the tree. 
Their fweetDcfs they may tine, and fee may ye : 
Red cheeked you compleatly ripe appear. 
And I have thol'd and woo'd a lang ha'f year. 

Peggy. 

Then dinna pu' me; gently thus I fa' ^ 
Into my Paty's arms for good and a'; 
But ftiat your wifhes to this frank embrace. 
And mint nae farther till weVe got the grace* 

Path. 

O charming armsfu' ! hence, ye caresi away, 
I*]i kifs my treafure a' the live- lang day ; 
A' night ril dream my kifTcs o'er again, . 
'Till that day come that ye'U be a* my ain* 

CHORUS. 

5»«, gaUop do*wn the nueftlin Jkies^ 
Gang fion U bed, and quickly rifei 
lajh yourjieeds, poft iiifie anvay. 
And hafie about our bridal day : 
And if ye^re 'wearied, honeft light , 
• Sleep, gin ye iike^ a week, that nights. 
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SONG 183. 

Paty's Mill* 

The lafs of Paty*8 mill. 

So bonny, blyth, and gay, 
In fpite of all my ikill. 

Hath dole my heart away. 
When tedding of the hay 

Bare headed on the green, 
Love 'midft her locks did play. 

And wanton'd in he/ ecu. 

Her arms, white, round, and fmooth, 

Breafts rifing in their dawn. 
To age it would give youth, 

To prefs >m with hit) hand : 
Through all my fpirits ran 

An extafy of blifs, 
When I fuch fwectnefs fand 

Wrapt in a balmy kifs. 

Without the help of art, 

Like flowers which grace the wild, 
She did her fwcets impart, 

Whene'er fhe fpoke or fmil'd. 
Her looks they were fo mild. 

Free from afFefted pride. 
She me to love beguil'd, 

I wifh'd her for my bride. 
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O h^ad I all that wealth 

Hoptoun's high mountain's fil]| 
Infur'd long life and healthy 

And pleafures at my will ; 
Pd promife and fulfil, 

That none but bonny (he, 
The lafs of Paty'a mill, 

dhouM (hare the fame with me. 
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SONG 184. 

Wat ye wHi I met yeftreen ? 

Now wat ye wha I met yeftreen, 

Coming down the ftreet, my jo ? 
My miflrefs in her tartan fcreeoy 

Fow bonny, braw, and fweet, ray jo : 
My dear, quoth I, thanks to the nighty 

That never wi(h*d a lover ill, 
Since ye're out of your mither's fight^ 

Let's take a Wa'k up to the hill. 

O Katy, wiltu* gang wi' me. 

And leave' the dinfome town a while ? 
The bloflom's fprouting frae the tree, 

And a' the fimmer's gaw'n to fmile : 
The mavis, nightingale, and lark, 

The bleating lambs, and whirling hiody 
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Id ilka dale, greea^ (haw, and park. 

Will oourifh bealtb, and glad ye'r mmA. 

Soon at tke clear goodsian of day* 

Bends up his morning* draught of dew^ 
We'll gae to fome burn^fidc and play. 

And gather fiowers to bulk ye'r brow: 
We'll pou the daiiies on the green,. 

The luckcn gowans frae the bog ; 
Between hands now and then we'll Icad^ 

And fport upo' the veNet fog. 

There's up into a pleafant glen, 

A wee piece ft-ae my fatherV towV, 
A canny, foft, and flow'ry den, ^ 

Where circling birks h»ve fbrm'd a bow'ir :' 
Whene'er the fun grows high and wanx)> 

We'll to the caulcr (hade remove ; 
There wi41' I lock thee in miae amh 

And love and kifs, and kifs and love. 
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SONG 185. 
Katy's Ahswvr. 

JVi Y mithei:'« ay glowraa o'er mc^ 
Though flie did the fame before me;, 
I cannatget leave: to look to mx Ic^ovCi^ 
Qr elfe (he'll be like to devour me. 
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Right faiB wad I take yeV offer» 
Sweet Sir, but I'll tio^ my tocher ; 
Then Sandy, ye'll fret, and wyte ye'r pocMr Kate» 
Whene'er ye keek in yoar toom co£Fer. 

For tho* my father has plenty, 

Of dller and plenifhing dainty, 
Yet he's unco Cwear to twin wi' his gear» 

And fae we had need to be tenty. 

Tutor my parents wi* caution, 

Be wylie in ilka motion. 
Brag weel o' ye'r land, and there's my leal hand^ 

Win them, I'll be at your devotion, 
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S N G 196. 

TULLOCHGOROM. 

Compofed hy a Clergyman at Ahcrdeeiu 

Fidlers, your pins in temper fix. 
And rozet veel your fiddle-fticks; 
But baoiCb vile Italian tricks 

Frae out your quorum. 
Nor fortti wi* p'lanoi mix ; 

Gic*8 TuUockgwum* 

R. Feagusson* 

\^OME, gic*s a fat>g, the Lady cry'd^ 
And lay your dtfputes all aiide. 
What figniBes't for folks to chide 

For what's been done before them ? ■ 
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Let Whig and Torry all agree,- 
Whig and Torrjr, Whig- and- Torrjp,. 
hct- Whig and Torry all agree, 

To drop their whigmegmoruai :* 
Let Whig and Torry all agree. 
To rpend this night with mirth aad'glee^ 
And chearfu' fing alang wi'me. 

The reel* of TuUocbgorunu. 

Tullochgorum'i my delight, 

'It gars us a' in ane upite; 

And ony fi>mph that keeps up fpite,, 

In confcience I abhor him. 
Blithe and merry wc's be a*, ^ 
Blithe and merry, birthe and 'merry,, 
BHihe and merry we*8 be a% 

To make a cheerfu* quorum. 
Blithe and, merry wc's be a'. 
As lang's we ha'e breath to draw,. 
And dance, 'till we be like to ia'> 

The reel of TuUochgorum.. 

There needs na' be fo great a phrafe.- 
Wi' dringing dull Italian lays, 
I wadna gi'e our ain Strathfpeys 

For half'a hundred fcore o'em : 
They're dpiufF and* dowir at the beflr,, 
DoufF and dowie, douff and dowie ;. 
They're douff and dowie ai the beft^, 

Wi' a' tlktir. vanorem : 
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They re douff and dowiie at the beft,. 
Their aJUgroeii aod a' the rcft» 
They cannot pleafe a Highland taftc^ 
Compar'd wi' Tullocbgorum* 

Let warldly minds themielves opprefa. 
Wi* fear of want^ and double cefs ;. 
And filly fauls themfelves dilirefi 

Wi.' keeping up decorum : 
Shall we fae £i>ur ^nd i'ulky f]t»^ 
Souc and foulky, four and fulky ;. 
Shall we iae four and. fulky fit» 

Like auld Philofophorum^ ? 
Shall, wc fae four and fulky (ky 
Wi' neither fenfe, nor mirth, nor wit ?. 
And canna rife to fhake a fit 

At the red of TuUochgoruou 

May choiceft hkffiiigs fliil attend. 
Each honcil- hearted open friend^ 
And calm andquiet be hie end, 

Be a' that's good before him I 
May peace and plenty be his lo(> 
Peace and plenty, peace, and plenty ;-. 
May peace and [vlenty be his lot, 

And dainties a' great ftore o'cm !• 
May peace and plenty be his lot| 
Uniiain'd by any vicious blot ; 
And may he never want a groat 

Thai's fond of TuUochgorum. 



But for the difcontented fool. 
Who wants to be opprtflion't tool, 
May envy gnaw hU rotten foul. 

And blackeft fiends devour him f 
May dole and forrow be his chancep 
Dole and forrow, dole and forrow. 
May dole' and forrow be his chance^ 

And honeft fouls abhor him ! 
May dole and forrow be his chance. 
And a' the ills that come frae France, 
Whoe'er he be that winna dance 

The reel of TuDochgorum. 
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The Way to keep Hi*i, 



£ fair, po(fc(a'd of ev'ry charm 

To captivate the will ; 
Whofe fmiles can rage itfelf difarm, 

Whofe frowns at once can kill : 
Say, will you deign the verfe to hear, 

Where flatt'ry bears no part? 
An honefl verfe that flows (incere, 

And candid from the heart. 

Great is your powV, but greater yet 
M&nkind it might engage. 

If, aa ye all can make a net, 
Ye all could make a cage. 
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Each nymph a thoufaod hearts may takC| 

For who's to beatity blind ? 
But ta what end a prisoner make, 

Unlcfs we've ftrength to bind ? . 

Attend the counfel often told— - 

Too often told in vain— ^ 
Learn that bed art, the art to hol^di 

And lock the lover's chain. 
Gameflers to little purpofe wiOi 

Who lofe again as fad ; 
Though beauty may the charm begin^ 

'Tis fweetncfs makes it laft. 
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SONG 188. 

Thb Broom of Cowdenknows. 

li O W blyth, ilk' morn, was I to fee 

My Twain come o'er the hill ! 
He fkipt the burn, and Bew to me ; 

I met him wi' good wilh 

the hroofHi the bonnyy bonny brocntf 
The broom 0* Coivdenknonvs ; 

1 nuijh I nvere iu#' my dear fwain^ 

Wi* his pipe and my enues* 

I neither wanted ew nor lamb. 
While his flock near me lay ; 
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He gathcrM in my fhccp at night. 
And chear*d me a' the day. 

the hroom^ Ice. 

H9 tunM his pipe and reed fae fwcet, 

The birds flood lifl'ning by ; 
£v'n the dull cattle ilood and gaz*d, 

Charm'd wi' his melody. 

the hro9mf kc. 

While thus we fpent our time, by turni 

Betwixt our flocks and play, 
I envy'd not the faireft dame, 

Tho' ne'er fo rich and gay. 

the broom f &c. 

• * 

Hard fate ! that I (hou'd bani(h'd be. 

Gang heavily and mourn, 
Becaufe I lov'd the kindefl fwain 

That ever ytt was born ! 

the kroofMf Ice 

He did obh'ge me evVy hour ; 

CouM I but faithfu' be i 
He (law my heart ; cou'd I refufe 

Whatever he afk^d of me ? 

the brootttf &c» 

My doggie, and my little kit» 
That held my wee foup whey, 
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My plaldy, broach, and crooked fticki 
May now ]y ufelefs by. 

the hrooTHt &c* 



Adieu, ye Cowdenknows, adieu> 
Farewel a' pleafuree there ; 

Ye gods, reftore me- to my fwaio, 
Is a' I cravei or care 



the hrfafrtf 5ec. 
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SONG 289 

By Mr Gay. 

X HITS T (land, like a Turk^ with my doxies 

around ; 
From all (ides their glances bis padion confound ! 
For black, brown, and fair, his inconftancy burns. 
And different beauties fubdue him by turns : 
Each calls forth her charms to provoke his defircSi 
Though willing to all, with but one he retires ; 
But -thiDk of this maxim and put off all forrow. 
The wretch of to-day may be happy to-morrow. 
But think of this maxhn^ &c. 
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SONG 190. 

Allan Water. 

AVhAT numbers (haill the mufc repeat ? 

What verfe be found to praife my Annie t 
On her ten thoufand graces wait, 

Each Twain admires, and owns (he's bonny. 
Since firft (he trod the happy plain. 

She fet each youthfu' heart on fire ; 

Each nymph does to her fwain complain^ 

That Annie kindles new dcfire. 
« 

This lovely darling, deareft care, 

This new delight, this charming Annici 

Like fummer's dawn, (he's frefh and fair, 

Wlicn Flora'a fragrant breezes fan ye. 
A' day the am'rous youths conveen, 

Joyous they fport and play before her ; 
A' night, when (he nae mair is feen. 

In bliffcful dreams they fiill adore her. 

Amang the crowd Amyntor came. 

He look'd, he lov'd, he bow'd to Annie ; 
His rifing fighs exprefs his flame, 

His words were few, his wiihes many. 
Wi* fmilcs the lovely maid reply'd. 

Kind Shepherd, Why (hou'd I deceive yej? 
Alas ! your love maun be deny'd, 

This deftin'd breail can ne'er relieve ye. 
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Young Damon came, with Cupid^s art, 

His wiles, his fmiles, his charmsi beguiling, 
He ftaw awa' my virgin- heart ; 

Ceafe, poor Amyntor,. ccafe bewailing. 
Some brighter beauty you may find, 

On yonder plain the nymphs are many ; 
Then chufe fome heart that's unconfin*d, 

And leave to Damon his own Annie. 
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SONG ipc. 

J A M 1 S GAY. 

XTLS Jamie gay gang'd byth his way, 

Alang the river Tweed, 
A bonny lafs at e'er was feen, 

Came tripping o'er the mead. 
The hearty fwain, untaught to feign, 

The buxom nymph furvey'd, 
And full of glee as lad could be, 

Befpoke the pretty maid. 

Dear laffie tell, why by thinefcll 
Thou haftly wand'reft here. 

My ewes,.(hecry'd arc ftraying wide^ 
Canft tell me, laddie, where ? 

To town I'll hie, he made reply, 
Some meikle fport to fee, 
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But thouVt fo fwMt, fo trim and neat| 
I'll feek the ewes with thee. 

She gae'm her hand, nor made a (land, 

But lik'd the youth's intent ; 
O'er hil) and dale, o'er plain and -vale 

Right raerrilv they went. 
The hirds fang fweet, the pair to greetg 

And iowers bloom'd around ? 
And as they walk'd, of love they talk'd. 

And joys which lovers crown'd. 

And now the fun had rofe to noon, 
^ The zfnith of his power, 
^ When to a (hade their ftcps they made, 
To pafs the mid- day hour. 
The bonny lad rowd' in his plaid 

The lafs, who fcorn'd to frown ; 
-She foon forgot the ewes (he Xought» 
And he to gang to town. 

SONG 192. 



My Heart's my a!n. 
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1 IS nae very lang finfyne, * 
That 1 had a lad of my ain : 
But now he's awa' to aniihcr, 
And left me a' my lain : 
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The lafs he's courting has (iller. 

And I hae nane at a' ; 
And 'tis npught but the love of the tocher. 

That's tane my lad awa*. 

But I'm hlyth, that my heart's my aln. 

And I'll keep it a' my life, 
Until that I meet wi' a lad 

Who has fcnfe to wale a good wife. 
For though I fay'l myfell, 

. That (hou'd nae fay't 'ti-^ true, 
The lad that gets me for a wifc^ 

He'll ne'er hae occafioa to rue.- 

I gang ay fou clean and fou to(h, 
As a' the neighbours can tell ; 

Though I've Teldom a gown on my back. 
But lie a9 I fpin myfell. 

And when I am clad tn^my curtfey, 
I think myfell as braw ; 

As Sufy, wi' a'her pearling, 
.That's tane my lad awa\ 

But I wirti they were buckled together. 

And may they live happy for life ; 
Tho' Willie does flight me, and's left mc, * 

The cbield he defervea a good wife. 
But, O ! I'm blyth that I've mifs'd him, 

As blyth as I weel can be ; 
For ane that's fae keen o' the filler, 

Will ne*er agree' wi* me» 
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But as the truth ift» I'm hearty^ 

I hate to be fcrimpic or fcant ; 
The wie thing I hae, Dl make ufe o't^^ 

And nae ane about roe (hall want. 
Fur Tm a good guide o' the warld, 

I ken when I ha*d to gie ; 
For whinging and cringing for filler^ 

Will De*cr agree wi* me. 

Contentment is better than riches^ 

Ad* he wha has that has enough % 
T he maflcr is fcldom fae happy 

A% Robin that drives the plough ; 
But if a young lad wou'd cad up. 

To make me his partner for life ; 
If the chield has the fenfe to be happy. 

He'll fa* on his feet for a wife. 



SONG 19J. 

Let gay ones and great,. 

Make the mod of their fate, 
From p1ea(iire to pleafure they run : 

Well, who cares a jot, 

I envy them not, 
While I have my dog and my guB 



For cxercife, arr, 
To the Eelds^ I repair, 
With fpirits, unclouded and light i^ 
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^ The bliffes I find, ' 

No ftings leave behind. 
But health and diveriiun unite* 
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SONG 194. 

Thb Agrkeable Surprise* 

Jrl £R fheep had in cinders kept c^ofe to a grove^ 

To hide from the rigours of day ; 
And Phil lis herfelf, in a woodbine alcove^ 

Among ihe fweet violets lay j 
A youngling, it feero8,had been ilole from its dam, 

( Twixt Cupid and Hymen a plot), 
That Cory don might, as he feareh'd for hia lamb 

Arrive at the critical fpot. 

As thVo*" the gay hedge for his lambkin he p.eepsi 

He faw the fweet maid with furprife ; 
«« Ye gods ! if fo killing," he cry'd, " when fhe 
*• ileeps, 

** Pm loft when (he opens her eyes f 
" To tarry much longer woijd hazard my heart, 

" I'll onwards my hmbkin to trace :'* 
In vain hone ft Corydon ftrove to /depart, 

For love held him niiil'd to the place. 
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Hufh, hufhM he thefe birds, what a bawling 

** they keep, 
" (He V:ry*^d), yo;iVc too loud on the fpray ; 
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'* Dont you fee, foolifh lark, that- the ohanntr'a 
'* afleep I 
'• You'll awake her a« furc as 'tis day : 
** How dare that fond butterfly touch the fiveet 
" maid ! 
^' Her check he miftakes for a rofe ; 
** rd put him to- death, if I was not afraid 
** My boldnefs would break, her repofe." 

Young PhilHs looked upwtth a.languiflringfmile : 

** Kind flicpherd," (he faid, " you mifttkef; 
** I laid myJcIf down j^ft to. reH me a while ;. 

'< But truil me, have (lill been awake.'' 
The (hepherd took courage, advanc'd with a boWf 

He plac'd himfcif clofc by her fide ; 
And managed the matters! cannot tell hoWf 

But yefterday made her his bride* 



<jg»>».»4^..».»>>>»«.»^>">- » ^»'» >»♦►>- >">■■» ■►■♦■■■<-^/<«»^'<-^ 'i'^ 



SONG 195-. 



T 



HE fields Wicre green, the hills were gay. 
And birdi were finging on each fpray j. 
When Colin met me in the giove, 
And told* me tender talcs of love I; 
Was ever fwain fb blithe as he, 
So kind, fo faithful, and fo free ^ 
in fpite of all my friends could fay. 
Young CoIIfl dole my beari away ! 
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Whenever hjC trips ihe meada along^. 
He fweetly joins the woodlark's fong % 
And when he dances on the greeoy 
There's none fo blithe as Colin fees i 
If he's but Btgh} I nothing fear. 
For 1 alone am all his care. 
Then, fpite of all my friends can fay^ 
He's dole my tender heart away t 

« 

My mother chides whene'er I roani 
And (eemtf furpris*d I quit my home ; 
But (he'd not wonder that I rove. 
Did (he but feel how much 1 love ; 
Full well I know the gen'rous fwain, 
Will never give my bofom paitt: 
Then, fpite of all my friends can fay, 
He's ftole my tender heart away ! 
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SONG J96. 
Blithe Jockey.. 

My Jockey is the blitheft lad' 
That e'er young maid did woo r 

When he appears, my heart is glad,. 
For he is kind and true^ 

He talk's* oflove whene'er we meet. 
His words in rapture flow ; 

Then tunes kis pipe and lings (0 fweet^ 
I have not pow'r to. go* 
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All other laflei he forfakei» 

And flies to me alone ; 
At ev'ry fair, or other waket* 

I hear the maiden's moan. 
He buys me toys and fweetmeats too^ « 

And ribbands for my hair : 
What fwatn was ever half fo troet 

Or half fo kind and fair i 

Where'er | go, I nothing fear. 

If Jockey is but by ; 
For I alone am all his care» 

Whenever danger's nigh. , 

He vows to wed next Whitfunday, 

And make me bleft for life ; 
Can I refufey ye maidens, fay» 

To be young Jockey's wife } 
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V><OME jolly Bacchus, god of wine. 

Crown this night with plcafur^ ; 
Let none at cares of life repine, 
To dcftroy our plcafure ; 

Fill up the mighty fparUing bowl, \ 
That every true and loyal foul. 
May drink and fing without controul 
To fupport our pleafure. 
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Thus, mighty Badchui, (halt thou be 

Guardian of our pleafure. 
That, under thy protcAioDy wc 
, May enjoy our pleafure } 

And, as the hours glide awajr» 
We'll in thy name invoke their ftay^ 
And (ing thy praifes, that we may 
Live and die in pleafure. 
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To tBe Tune of^ God fave the lLing« 

JH AIL; Masonry divine; 
Glory of ages (hine^ 

Long may'ft thou refgn : 
Where'er \hy Lodges ft and, 
May they have great command^ 
And always grace the land^ 

Thou art divine ! 

Great fabrics ftill arife, 
And grace the azure fl^ieSi 

Great are thy fcheme« ; 
Thy nbMe orders are 
Matchlefs beyond compare \ 
No Art with thee can (harCf 

Thou Art 4iviac I 
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Hiram the archite^y 
Did all the Craft direa 

How they (houM build ; 
SoI'mon, great Ur'tVs king, 
Did mighty bleffings bring, 
And. left tie room to fing, 

Haiti royal Art. 
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SONG 199. 

Highland Qjj tin. 

IViO more my fong (ha'l be, ye fwainii 
Of purling dreams, or flow'ry plains; 
More pleafing beauties me infpire. 
And Phoebus tunes the warbling lyre : 
Divinely aided, thus I mean 
To celebrate my Highland Queen. 

In her, fweet innocence you^ll find. 
With freedom, truth, and beauty join'df 
From pride and afFc£lation free, 
Alike fhe fmiles on you and me : 
The brighteft nymph that trips the green^ 
I do pronounce my ^ighlapd Queeiu 

No fordid wifh or trifltng joy» 
Her fettled calm of mind deliroy | 
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Stri^ hoDOur fills bcr fpotlefis foulj 
And adds a luftre to the whole : 
A matchlefs fhape> a graceful mien. 
All center vi my Highland Queen. 

How bled that youth, whom gentle fate ' 
Has deftin'd for fo fair a mate ; 
Has all thefe wond'ring gifts in ilore, 
And e^ch returning day brings, more* 
No youth fo happy can be fecn, 
PofFelEng thee> ipy Highland Queen. 
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Highland King. 

I £ Mufes nine, O lend your aid| 
Infp?re a tender bafhfui maid, 
That's lately yielded up her heart, 
A conqueii to love's powerful dart ; 
And now would fain attempt te (ing*. 
The praifes of my Highland King. 

Jamie, t])e pride of all the green, 
Is juft my age, e'en gay fifteen : 
When firft I Taw him, 'twas the day 
That uftiers in the fprightly May ; 
When firft I felt Love's pow'rful fting, 
And figh'd for my dear Highland King. 
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With htm, for beautf, Aiape, and aiff 
No other (hepherd can compare ; 
Good nature* boneftyi and truth, 
/^dorn the dear, the matchlefs youth : 
And graces, more than I can fing, 
Bedeck my charming Highland King. 

Would once the deareft boy but fayy 
*Ti8 you I love ; come, come away, 
Unto the kirk, my love, let'r hte^ 
Ye gods, in rapture Pd comply : 
And I (hould then have caufe to (ing 
The praifes of my Highland King. 
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1 HE hounds are all out, and the morning does 
peep ; 
Come, rife up, you fluggardly fot : 
How can you, how can you» ly fnoring afleep. 
While we all on horfeback have got, piy Brave 

hoys* 
While we all on horfeback have got. 

I cannot get up for mine over night's cup 

So terribly lyes in my head \ 
Befides my wife cries, my dear, do not rife, 

But cuddle me longer in bed, isc. 
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Come, draw on your boots, and laddie your mare, 

Without any longer delay ; 
For the cry of the hounds^ and the fight of the 
hare, 

Will chace airdqll vapours away. ." 






Hark, harl^ ! how the hunt fm an has ftarted poor 
puis, 

He has her now full in his Tiew : 
We'll never forfake her, till w^ overtake her^ 

So eagerly let us purfue. 

No p1«afure like hunting to pafa the long day» 

We fcour the hills and the dale ; 
At night, for our fupper, we feaft dh our prey, ^ 

When over a pot of good ale. ^ \ 

Since thus, my dear Kate, the fummons you'hear, 

Your toying, I prithee, give o'er. 
And be of good cheer, at night IMl be here. 

And cuddle you o'er and o*er, nty dear girl. Sec, 
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X^ AREWELL, ye green fields and fweet groves. 
Where Phillis engag'd my fond heart. 

Where nightingales warble their loves. 
And Nature is drefs'd without art. 
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No pleaAire they now can afford. 
Nor mufic can lull me to reft ; 

For Phillis proves falfe to her word^ 
And Strephon can never be bleft. 

Oft -times hy the fide of a fpringi 

Where rofes and lilies appear ; 
Gay Phillis of Strephon would Hnpr, 

For Strephon was all (he held dear. 
So foon at (he foinid> by my eyes. 

The paffion that glow'd in my breaft^ 
She then, to my grief and furprize, 

ProvM all (he had faid was a jeft* 

^ Too fooii, to my forrow, I find 

The beauties alone that will laft 
Are thbfe that are fix*d in the mind. 

Which envy or time cannot blaft. 
Beware, then, beware how ye truft 

Coquets who to love make pretence | 
For Phillis to me had been jiift . 

If Nature had blefs^d her with fenfe. 



SONG 203. 

x\ Trifling fong ye (hall hear, 
Begun with a trifle and ended ; 

All trifling people draw -^ear. 
And I (hall be nobly attended* 
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Were it not for trifles a few, 
That lately <fame into the play. 

The men would want fomething to do. 
The women want fomething to fay. 

What makes men trifle in dreffing ? 

Bepaufe the ladies, they know. 
Admire, by often carefling, 

That eminent trifle, a beau. 

When the lover his momerrti has trifled^ 

The trifle of trifles to gain, 
No foooer the virgin is rifled. 

But a triflle Ihall part. them again. 

What mortal wou'd ever be able, 
At Whyte's half a moment to fit ? 

Or who is't cou'd bear a tea-table. 
Without talking trifles for wit i 

The court is from trifles fccure, 
Gold keys are no trifles we fee ; 

White rods are no trifles Pm fure, 
Whatever their bearers may be. 

But if you will- go to the place. 
Where trifles abundantly breed ; 

The levee will iutw youj his Grace 
Make promifes trifles indeed I 
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A coach with fix footmen behind^ 
I count neither trifle nor fin ; 

But, ye godsj how oft do we find 
A fcandalou8 trifle within I 

A fiaflc of Champaign people think it 
A trifle, or fometbing as bad f 

But if you'll contrive how to drink itp 
You'll find it no trifle by Gad. 

A parfon's a trifle at fea, 

A widow's a trifle in forrow, 

A peace is a trifle to day, 

To break it a trifle to morrow. 

4 A black coat a trifle may cloak, 

Orto hide it the red may endeavour > 
But if once tliei army is broke, 

We (hall have more trifles than everk 

fbe (lage is a trifle, they fay, 
The reafon pray carry along;- 

Becaufe that at every new play, 

The houfe they with trifles fo throngs 

But with people's malice to trifle. 
And to fet us ali on a foot ; 

The author of this is a trifle, 
And his fong is a trifle to boot. 
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Omnia vsncit Amor. 



S* I went forth to ^lew the fpringi 

Whilft Flora had adorned 
Id raiment fair ; now every thing 

The rage of winter fcorned ; 
r caft mine eye^ and did efpy 

A youth, who made great clamoar ; 
And drawing nigh, I heard him. cryi 

Ah ! wmia vincit amor* 

Upon his breaft he lay along. 

Hard by a murmuring river. 
And moarnfttlly his doleful fong 

With fighs he did deliver ; 
Ah ! Jeany's face has comely grace. 

Her locks that (hine like lamer, 
With burning rays have cut my days f 

Fur omnia, vincit amor% 

Her glancy cen like comets Aeen» 

The morning fun ontAiining, 
Have caught my heart in Cupid's net| 

And make me die with pining. 
Durft I complain, Nature's to blame, 

So'curioufly to frame her, 
Whofe beattties rare make me, with cartf 

Cry, omnia vincit avior. 
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Yc cryftal ftream8 that fwiftly glide^ 

Be (>artDer6 oi^tny im>uratD|ry 
Ye fragrant fields and meadows wtdei. 

Condemn her for h'tr fcomingvi 
Let every tree a. wiinrfs be,. 

How juftly r may blaror her ; 
Ye chanting bird8« note thefe my wardl>. 

Ah !' omnia vincit amor* 

Had (he been kind as (he was ^li'^. 

She long had'been adaniredj; 
And been adorM'for virtues rarc> 

Wh* of life now makes me tired J. 
Thus faid, his breath began to fatJf.; 

He could not fpeak but (lammer ;.. 
He figKM full forei and f^id no more^. 

But omnia vincit amor* 

When I obfwv'd him near to d^ath,, 

I run in halU to fave him, 
But quickly he refign'd his breath, 

So deep the wound love gave hiih# 
Now for her fake this vow ril.makc,, 

My. tongue (Kail ay defame her, 
While on Ki$ herfc Til write this verfei. 

Ah I omnia vimif amon 

« 

Straight I cenfiderM in my mind 

Upon the matter rightly, 
And foahd, though Cupid be blind;. 

He proves iq pith moft mighty# 
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For vfartike Mars, and thuDcTring Jo?t^ 
And Vulcan with his hammcri 

Did' ever prove the (laves of love % 
For omnia vincit amor. 

Hence vre may fee th' effects of love,. 

Which gods and men keep under» 
That nothing can^his bonds remove^ 

Or torments* break aftinder : 
Nosc wife nor fool' need go to fcbool' 

To learn this fVom kts grammar ^ 
His heait's the book where he's to look 

For omnia vtncit amor. 
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B) HOOK or h^ CROOK. 

x\ Few years ago, in the diys of my granum> 
A worthy old woman as ever broke bread ; 
What led^ure fhfe gave, in the morning began *em, 
Nor ceas'd till fhe^ laid hcrfclf: down in her bed. 
She never decli/T*d"what (he once xindertoolt, 
But tvvifted^.perfitled, now flatter'd Jfiow fpalter^d. 
And always fucceeded '4)^ Hook or hy Crook., 

Said fJte, child; wh'atever your fite be h'creafteiv 
If marry 'd, if (ingle, if old; or if young,' 
In mad^ei^, in fadnefs, in forrow or laagh'ter. 
But follow my maxims, you cannot go wrong*; 
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All paflioii0» all temperi, I alwafi could brookf 
If fcoldedy I molded» if heated, retreated» 
And managM mjr mattert fy Hook or by Crookm 

InfpirM hj her inaximi, I tarry'd no longer^ 
But fix*d on a damfel both frolic and frect 
My paffion, I told her» grewr (Ironger and ftroogeri 
And quickly refoU'd I Ji hulband would be ; 
1 offer'd my hand with a languifliing lookf 
She &gh*dy but confented, I gave it contented. 
So finilh'd the courtihip by Hook or by Crookm 

By the old woman's counfel I trentur*d to marry. 
And fancy'd a wife by grandmother's rules, 
Might be taught, like a fpaniel, to fetch and Co 

carry. 
But Coon I difcover'd we both had been fools ; 
In vain I (hew'd madam the wonderful brook, 
I coax'd her, I box*d her, but truly^ unruly, 
Wifcs cannot be manag'd by Hook or by Crook. 



SONG 206. 

X HE echoing horn calls the fportfroan abroad. 

To horfe my brave boys, and away ; . 
The morning is up, and the cry of the hounds 

Upbraids our. too tedious delay. 
What pleafure we feel in purfuing the fox f 
/0*er hill and o'er valley he jQies ; 
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Then followi we'll foon overtake hrnii huzza ! 
The traitor is feiz'd on, and dies. 

Triumphant returning at night with the fpoil^ 

' Like Bachanals (hooting and gay. 

How fweet with a botil^ and lafs to refreih^ 

And lofe the fatigues of the day t 
With fporty love, aiyl wine, fickle fortune defy^ 

Dull wifdom all happinefs fours : 
Since life is no more^than a paffage at beft| 

Let's drew the way over with ilow'rs. 
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My Wife's ta*en the Gee. 



FRIEND of mine came here jeftreeOf 

And he wou'd hae me down» 
To drink a bottle of ale wi' him. 

In the neift borrows town. 
But O ! indeed, it was, Sir, 

Sae far the war for me ; 
For lang or e'er that I came hame. 
My wife had ta'cn the gee. 

We fat fae late, and drank fae ilout|. 

The truth I tell to you. 
That lang or e'er midnight camCf^ 

We urere a roaring fou. 
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M]r wife fits at tlie fire -fide ; 

Aad the tear bliods aj her ee; 
The ae'er a bed will (he gae to. 

But fit and tak the gee. 



In the tnorning faon, when I came down. 

The ne'er ae word /he fpake ; 
But mony a fad and four look. 

And ay her head (he'd (hake. 
My dear, quoth I« what atleth thee^ 

To look fae four on me ? 
I'll ne*er do the like again. 

If ye1I ne*er tak' the gee. 



h 



When that (he heard, (he ran, (he flang 

Her arms about my neck, 
And twenty kifles, in a crack, 

And^ poor wee thing, (he grat. 
If yell ne'er do the like again. 

But bide at hame wi' me, ^ 
I'll lay my life Pfe be the wife 

That's never tak' the gee. 
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The Gawkib. 

BlYTH young Bcfs to Jean did fay, 
Will ye gang to yon funny brae, 
Where flocks do feed, and herds do ftray, 
And fport a while wi' Jamie ? 



Ah na, lafs, Dl no gang there, 
Nor about Jamie tak nac care. 
Nor about Jamie tak nae care ; 

For he*8 ta'en up wi' Maggie. 

For hark, and I will tell you, lafty 
Did I not fee your Jamie pafs, 
Wi* muckle gladnefs in hit face. 

Out o'er the muir to Maggie. 
I wat he gae her mony a kife, 
And Maggie took them ne'er amifs ; 
'Tween ilka fmack pleas'd her wi' thia^ 

That Befs was but a gawkie. 

1 For when'er a civil kifs I feck, 
> She turns her head, and thraws her cheeky 
And for an hour (he'll fcarcely fpeak ; 

Who'd not ca' her a gawkie ? 
But fure my Maggie has mair fenfe« 
She'll gie a fcore without offence : 
Now gi'e me ane into the menfe, 
And ye fhall be my dawtie. 

O Jamie, ye hae mony tane, 

But I will never ftand for ane 
Or twa, when we do meet again, 

Sae ne'er think me a gaukie. 

Ah na, lafs, that can ne er be, 

Sic thoughts as thefe are far frae mCj 

Or ony thy fwcet face that fee, 

^ E'er to think thee a gawkie. 
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But, whifh't, nie mair of this we^l fpeak. 
For yonder Jamie does us meet ; 
Inftead of Meg he kifsM fae fweet, 
1 trow he likes the gawkie. 

dear Befs, I hardly knew, 

When I came by, your gown^s fae new, 

1 think you'fe got it wat wi' dew. 

Quoth (hei that's like a gawkie. 

It's wat wi' dew, and 'twill get rain» 
And ril get gownn when it is gaae, 
Sae you- may gang the gate you came. 

And tell it to your dawtie. 
The guilt appear'd in Jamie's cheek. 
He cry'd, O cruel maid* but fweet, 
If I (hould gang another gate, 

I ne'er could meet my dawtie. 

The laffes faft frae him they flew, 
And left poor Jamie fair to rue. 
That ever Maggie's face he knew. 

Or yet ca'd Befs a gawkie. 
As they gade o'er the muir they fang. 
The hills and dales with echo's rang. 
The hills and dales with echo's rang. 

Gang o'er the muir to Maggie. 
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ThkMillerofDee. 

JL HERE was a jolly tmller once 

Liv'd on the water, of Dec ; 
He wrought and fung frae morn to night. 

No lark more btyth than he •: 
And this the burden of his fong 

For ever us'd to be, 
" I care for no body, no not I, 

•* Sinte no body care* for Tnc;** 

I live by my miH, God blefs her. 

She's kindred, child and wife ; 
I would not change my ftation. 

For any other in life. 
No lawyer, furgeon oc doftor, 

E'er had a groat from me 4 
I care for no body, no not I, 

If no body cares for me. 

Whcfi fpring begins hi? merry career^ 

O how his" heart grows gay ; 
No fummcr'i drought alarms his fear-s* 

Nor winter's fad decay : 
No forefight inar's the miller's joy. 

Who's wont to fing and fay. 
Let others toil from year to year, 
^ . I live from day to day. 
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Thus like the miller, bold and free. 

Let U0 rejoice and iing, 
The days bf youth are made for gleei 

And time Ts on the wing. 
This fong (hall pafs from me to thee 

Along this jovial ring ; 
Let heart and voice and all agree 

To fay, Long live the King. 

SONG 2IO. 

BkAESOpYiRROW. 

1 HE fun, jud* glancing thro' the trees^ 

Gave light and jQy to ilka grove ; 
And picafurc, in each fouthern breeze, 

Awaken'd hope, and (lumbering love. 
When Jeanie fung with hearty glee, 

To charm her wiofome Marrow, 
My bonny laddie, gang wi* me. 

My bonffy, ^c. 
We'll o'er the braes of Yarrow. 

My bonny laddie gang wi* me, 
We'll o'er, &c. 

Young Sandie was the blythcft lad. 
That ever pip'd on broomy brae ; 

Nae lafs could fee him free frae pain. 
So youthful, brifk, fo blyth and gay* 
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When Jeanie fung vlth hearty glee, 
To charm her w infome Marrow, 

My bonny laddie , gang wl' me, 
My bonny ^ &c. 

Well o*er the braes of Yarrow. 
My bonny laddie gang wi' mc, 
JVell o'er, &€• 

He kifs'd and looM (he pretty mail], 

Her fparkling een had won his heart. 
No nymph the youth had e'er betray'd. 

No fears had fhe, the fwain^ no art. 
Ahd dill fhe fang with heart and glee. 

To charm her winfome Marrow, 
My bonny laddie, gang wi* me, 

My honny, &c. 
- We'll o'er the braes of Yarrow, ' 

My bonny laddie gang wi* me, 
JVeUlo'cn &c. 
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R08LIM Castli* 

TtV AS in that fcafon of the year, • 
When all things gay and fweet appear^ 
That Colin, with the morning^ ray, 
Arofe and fuog his rural lay $ 
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Of Nanny *i charms the (hepherd fiing/ 
The hills and dales with Nanny rung. 
While Roflin caftle heard the fwain, 
And ccho'd back the chearful ftraio. 

Awake, fweet mufe, the breathing, fprmg^ 
With rapture warms, awake and (ing ; 
Awake, and join the vocal throngs 
And hail the morning with a fong \ 
To Nanny raife the chearfol lay, 
O bid her hade and come away ; 
In fweeteil fmiles herfelf adorn^ 
And add new graces to the moriu 




> O hark, my love# on every fpray^ * 
»r Eacli feather'd warbler tunes his lay ;, 
'Til beauty fires the ravifh'd throng. 
And love infpires.the melting fong ; 
Then let ray ravifh'd notes arife>, . . 

For beauty dart's from Nanny's eyes % 
Anilo.ve..my rifing bo fom: warms,. 
And filfs my foul wiih fwect alarms. 

Olcome, my love, thy Colin's lay, 
With rapture q^lls, O.oomc away,:-. 
Come, while the mufe this wreath fh.all twinCi 
Around that modcil'brow ofihine : 
O Either h*afte, and with thee bring, 
That beauty, bloomiAg like the fprin^^ 
Thofe graces that divihely fti'ine, 
* And charm this ravifh'd heart df rorne» 
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SONG 212. 
v^ HITNTING SONG. 

R fi C i T A T I V E. 

Hark ! the horn calls away. 
Come the gr»vc, come the gay. 
Wake to mufic that wakeni the fkies, 
Quit the bondage of jQoth, and arifc. 

Air. 

From the eaft breaks the morn. 

See the fun^beams adorn 
The wild heath and the mountains fo high ; 

Slirilly opes the daunch hound, 

The deed neighs to the found, 
And the floods and the vallies reply. 

Our forefathers fo good, 
Prov'd their gfcatncfs of blood. 

By encountering the pard and the'boiar ; 
Ruddy health b>loom*d each face. 
Age and y^uth urg'd the chace. 

And taught woodlands and foreftt to roar. 

* Hence of noble defcent, 

Hills and wilds we frequent. 
Where the bofom of nature's reveal'd ; 

Tho' in life's bufy day, 

Man of man make a prey, 
Still let ours be the prey of the field. 
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With the chacff in full fight, . 

Gods, how great the delight. 
How out mortal fenfiittons refine,;.. 

Where ii care ? where is fear ? 

Like the winds. in t<he>reav, 
And the roan!s Ipft.io fomething divine.-. 

Now to hbrfc, my brave boyi, 
Lo ! each pants for thcjoys 

That anon (h'alt enliven the whol<?;: 
Then, at eve we'll difmvunt. 
Toils and pjeafures recount, . 

And renew the chace,over the bow]* . 



§ 
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Come r ou t from your trancea, . 
The fly morn advaaces, 
T(> catch' flu ggifli mortals in bed.;. 
Let the horn's jocund note 
In the wind fwceily floaj. 
While the fox from the brake lifts his h'ead'; 
Now creeping, , 
Now pcepi:i§i 
The fox frgni the brake lifts his hatdt 

Each away to his deed, 
Your godjdjcrfy ihall lead, 
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Come^ follow, m^ worflMppert, follow ^ 

For the chace aji prepare^ 

See the hounds fnufF the air^ 
Hark, hark, to the huntfmaD^ fweet hoUoo Y 

Hark Jbwler, hatk Rbvep^ 
Sec re yoard breaks cover,, 
The hunterjs fly over the groand.;: 
Now they ikim o'er the plain, 
Now they dart down the lane, 
And the hills, woods, and.TalHea refoundy 
With dafhing) . 
And fplaihing, . 
The hiSs, woods, and^vallies refound : - 

Then away with, full fpeed^i. 

Your goddcfs fhall lead, 
Come follow, my worfhippers, /ollow ;^ 

O'er hedge, ditch, and gate* ■_■ 

If.3f.0u ftop you'r,ii)o late. 
Hark, hark, to the huntfmao's fweet holloo ! 
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V-<OME ye lads who v^riih to ffcihc. 
Bright in future ftpry, , , 
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Hafte to arms aiod form the line 
That leads to martial glory. 

4 

Chorus. 

Charge the mujket^ point the lance^ 

Brave the nvorji of dangers ; 
Tell the hlufiering font ofFrance^ 

that nve to fear are Jlr anger s% 

Britain, when the lion*s rousM, 

And jthc flag it rearing. 
Always finds her fons difposM 

To drub the foe that's daring. 

Charge the mufk'it^ ^c. 

Hearts of oak with fpeed advance ; 

Pour your naval thunder, 
On the trembling 'fhores ef France, 
And ftrike the world with wonder. 

Charge the mufketi flee. 
* 
Honour for the brave to (hare, 

Is the nobleft booty ; 
Guard your coalls, prote6l the fair ; 
For that'a a Briton's duty. 

Charge the mufket^ 5cc. 

What if Spain (hould take their parts, 
And form a bafe alliance \ 
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All unite and Englifh hearts. 
May bid the world defiaoce. 

Chorus. 

Beat the drum the trumpet founi^ 

Manly and united ; 
Danger facet mantain your ground^ 

And fee your count ryf righted. 
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A QUIRE of bright befttttiei 

In fpring did appear> 
To chufe a May -lady 

To goyern the year; 
All the nymphs were in white^ 

And the (hepherds iq green» 
The garland was giveo^ 

And Phillis was queen. 
But Phillis refus'd it, 

And fighing di4 Tay^ 
I'll not wear a garland, 

While Pan is. away. ^ 

While Pan and fair Syrinx, 
Are fled from the (hore> 

The graces are bani(h'd« 
And love is no more : 
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The foft god of pleafure 

That warm*d our defireii 
Has broken hib bow^ 

And eztioguifh'd his fires ; 
And TOWS that himfelf 

And his mother will mourni 
Till Pan and fair Syrinx 

In trinmph return* 

Forbear your addreffeSf 

And court us no more s 
For we wiir perform 

What the deity fwore : 
But if you dare thi lik 

Of deferring our charmCy 
Away with your (heep hookSf 

And take to your arms : 
Then laurels and myrtles 

Your brows (hall adornt 
When Pan and fair Syrinx 

In triumph return* 
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Thb Tippling Philosop h bk.s. 

Diogenes furly and proud, 
Who fnarl'd at the Macedon youth, 

Deh'gbted in wine that was good, 

Becaufe in good wine there wao truth 
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But growing as poor as a Job, 

Unable to purchafe a flalk. 
He chofe for his manfion a tub. 

And Hv*d by the fccnt of ibe caft* 

Heraclitus ne'er Wop'd deny 

A bumpier^ to cherii^ bis heart ; 
And when he wa« maudlin wou'd cry, 

Becaufe he had empty'd his quart : - 
Tho' fome are fo fooHfh to think^ 

He wept at mens follies and ficc» 
'Twas only his cuflom to drink. 

Till the liquor flow'd oat of his eyei. 

^ Democritus always was glad 

To tipple and cherifh his foul ; 
Would laugh like a man that was mud. 

When over a good flowing bowl ; 
As long as, his cellar was ftor'd, 

The liquor he'd merrily quaff; 
And when he, was drunk as a lord* 

At them^that were fober he'd laugh. 

Wife Solon, who carefully gave 

Good laws unto Athens of old» 
And thought the rich Croefus a flavc 

(Tho' a king) to his coffers of gold; 
He delighted in plentiful bowls, 

But drinking, much talk would decline^ 
Becaufe 'twas the cuflom of fools. 

To prattle miich over their wine. 
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Old Socrates ne'er wis contenti 

Till a bottle had hightened his joys, 
Who in*8 cups to the oraele went. 

Or be ne'er had Ueen counted fo wife : 
Late hours he mod certainly lov'd. 

Made wine the delight of his lifcy 
Or Xantippe would never have prof'd 

Such a damnable fcold of a wife. 

Grave Seneca» fam'd for his partSf 

Who tutor'd the bully of Romey 
Grew wife o*er his cups and his quarts* 

Which he drank like a mifer at home ; 
And, to (hew he lov'd wine that was goody 

To the laft, (we may truly aver it,) 
He tindur'd his bath with his bloodi 

So fancy'd he dy*d in his claret. 

Pythagoras did filence enjoin. 

On his pupils who wifdom would feek ; 
Becaufe he tippled good wine, 

Till himfelf was unable to fpeak ; 
And when he was whimfical grown. 

With fipping his plentiful bowls, 
By the ftrength of the juice in his crown^ 

He conceived tranfmigration of fouls. 

Copernicus too, like the reft, 

Beltev*d there was wifdom in wine» 

And thought that a cup of the beft 
Made reafun the brighter to fhine ; 
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With wine he replcnifh'd his veins, 
ArcI made his philofophy reel ; 

Then fancy *d the world, like his brains, 
Turn'd round like a chariot-wheel. 

Ariftotlei that mailer of arts. 

Had been but a dunce without wine ; 
And what we afcribe to his parts. 

Is due to the juice of the vine \ 
His belly, moft writers agree, 

Was big as a watering- trough ; 
He therefore leap'd into the fea, 

Becaufe he'd have liquor enough. 

Old Plato was reckoned divine, 

He fondly to wifdom was prone ; 
But had it not been for good wine. 

His merits had never been known. 
By wine we are generous made. 

It fun>i(hes fancy with wings. 
Without it we ne*ef fliouM have had 

Philofophers, poets, or kings. 

SONG 217. 
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Lucy and Colin. 



F Lei Her, famM for maidens fair, 
Bright Lucy was tHe grace ; 
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Nor e'er did LIffy's limpid ftream 

Refle6l fo fweet a face : 
Till lucklefs love and pining care 

loipairM her rofy hue. 
Her coral lips and damafk cheekSf 

And eyes of glofly blue. 

Oh ! have you feen a lily pale. 

When beating rains defc'end ? 
So droopM the flow-ronfuming maidf 

Her life was near an end. 
By Lucy warned, of filattVing fwains 

Take heed ye eafy fair ; 
Of vengeance due to broken vowsy 

Yc perjar'd fwain8> beware. 

Three times, all in the dead of night, 

A bell was heard to ring ; 
And fhricking at her window thrice, 

l^hc raven flapp'd his wing : 
Too well the love-lorn maiden knew 

The folcmn boding found, 
And thus in dying words bcfpoke, 

The virgins weeping round : 

" I hear a voice you cannot hear, 
" Which fays, I muft not (lay ; 

** I fee a hand you cannot, fee, 
"* Which beckons' me away. 
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** By a falfc heart and broken vows, 

" In early youth I die ; 
** Was I to blame, bccaufe his bride 

" Was thrice as rich as I ? 

** Ah Coh'n ! give not her thy vows, 

** Vows due to me alone ? 
" Nor thou, fond maid, receive his kifs, 

" Nor think him all thy own. 
** To-morrow in the church to wed, 

" Impatient both prepare : 
'^ But know, fond maid, and know, falfe man, 

•* That Lucy will be there. 

" Then bear my corfe, my comrades dear, 

** This bridegroom blithe to irtcet : 
** He in his wedding-trim {o gay, 

" I in my winding fheet.'* 
She fpoke, (he dy'd : her corfe was born, 

The bridegroom blithe to meet \ 
He in his wedding- trim fo gay. 

She in her winding- (heet. 



Theg what were perjur'd Colin's thoughts ! 

How were thete nuptials kept 1 
The bride's men flock'd round Lucy dead. 

And all the village wept. 
Confufion, (hame, remorfe, defpair. 

At once his bofom fwell ; 
The damps of death bedew 'd his brow, 

He (hook^ he groan 'd, he fell. 
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From the vain bride (ah bride no more I 

The varying crimfon Aed, 
When, ftretch'd before her rival** corfef 

She faw her hu(band dead. 
Then to his Lucy's new made grave^ 

Conveyed by trembling fwains. 
One mold with har beneath one fod^ 

For ever now remains. 

Ofc at his grave, the cooftant hiod. 

And plighted maids arc feen. 
With garlands gay and true-love knots 

They deck the (acred green. 
But, Twain forfworn, whoe'er thou artj 

This hallow *d' fpot forbear ; 
Remember Colin's dreadful fatc> 

And fear to- meet hiim here. 



SONG 21& 
The Bird. 
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HE bird, that hears her oeftliogt CKJ» 

And flies abroad for food. 
Returns impatient through the.fky 

To nurfe the callow brood : 
The tender mother knows no joy, 

But bodes a tUoufaod harm»> 
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And fickent for the darling boy^ 
While abfent fromh^r arm*. 

Such fondaefs with impatience join'dy 

My faithful bofocn fires. 
Now furcM to leave my fair behtod^ 

The queen of my defires. 
The pow'rs of verfe too languid prove. 

All (imiles are vain» 
To (hew how ardently I love. 

Or to relieve my pain. 

The faint with fcrvcht zeal infpir'd 

For hcav'n and joys divine, 
The faint is not with rapture fir'd, 
(a^ More pure, more warm than mine* 
\ I I take what liberty T dare, 

'Twere impious to fay more ; 
Convey my longings to the fair^ 
The goddefs 1 adore. 
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A Dish of all Sorts-. 

VtUARDIAN angels now protcft me — 
From the man that I love, tho' Iny heart I dif- 
guife, 
I can freely diftinguifh — 
^ The fun from the eaft, tips the mountains with gbld. 
ftf, ^ ^ 







i^igs y^^''^ 

CECILIA,. Or^ 




And the meadowt all fpangtcd— * 

, With womao and wine, I. defy c^*)rf c^tty 

For life without thcfe, is — 

An old f6ng anide by an ancient old'pate^ 
Of 

All the girU within the tbwo» 
The black, the fair, the red, the browO|. 
That dancl! and pranee it up and'down^ 

There's none like— — 
Bra* John O'Bute. was a bonny mucUe mftQ,. 
Frae Scotland he came 

In penwancC: £t>r part follyi. 
. A pilgrim biylh.and jolly, „ 

•J A foe to gf 

ik The four ajid twentieth day of May, fej, 

Of all days in the year fir, . 

When the trees are all bare, not. a leaf to be fceni 
And the meadows tlicir verdure have loft ; 
When all nature, difrobM of her mantle of gretn,— 

By the fide of a great kitchen fire, 
A. f&uUion complaimng was laid ; 
A pudd;pg was— — 



All in the Dowfis, the fleet was moor^dy 
The ftreamers waving in the wind, 
When black-eyM Sufan came on board. 
Oh ! where fhall I my true love find : 
T<^! me 



John Andcrfon niy Jo, John, I wonder what you 
mean, ♦' 

V Tq riXe fg foon at morBing, to (it fo late at e*co,^— • 
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The clock had ftruck, I can*t teU wkat» 
And morning came on too, as grey as a rat ; 
Cocks and hens from O^etr roolls did fijr» 
Grunting pigs too left their ftye ;. 

Down in a vale» Cifs with her patl^ 
Met her true love dapper Harry ; 

Firft: they kid, then (hook fift. 
And looked like 

A certain prefbyterian pair, 
Was wedded 'tother day, 

And when the lambs were laid in bed^ 
The paftor came to pray. 

Then fy let us a* to the wedding» 

K^ For there will' be lilting . 

f^ There was ojice it was faid.;. 

But it*8 out of my head ; 
And more fo, yet true is my talc, 

1 haV a ■' ■■ ■■ 

A taylor good lord ! In the time of vacation. 

When cabbage was fcarce, and when pocket waA 
low, 
For the fake of good; liquor pretended a pafiBon 

To oiie that fold ale in a cuckoldly rovw, 
Sing in and out. thro' acluut, whilft he was able; 

Prick a loufe, prick a loufe, what could he do? 
Huw a loufe made him itch, here a fcr^tch, there 
a (lilch ; 
And fing cucumber I. cucumber I ' * 

Pni old mad Tom, behofd me; 

My wits are q^uite unfram'd ; 
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Vm mad I'm fare^ and paft all curCf 
Nor hope to be reclaimed. 

Jupiter wenches and drinks^ he rules the roaft la 

the fkjf 

He's a fool if he thinks. 

The world is a jumble of nonfenfe and fun. 

And life's run away witht 'ere 'tis well begun : 

Like this motly fong» 'tis the farce of a day^' 

Which aptly concludes with a tai de ral la. 

From forrow to mirth, we inconftantly range. 
No mortal on earth, but is fond of a change : 
Then while you have Sun,, I advtfe you make hay, 
And always make fure of your tal de ral la. 

Look round in the world, and youH conftant- 
ly End, 
As odd fort of couples as ever I bind : 
The young weds the old, and the grave takes the 

All ftrangers to mirth, and it's tal de ral la. 

m 

Ye droll fort of mortals, who laugh at my fong, 
Laugh on, and bethankful you're not in the wrong: 
And you that are fad, know the dog has his day^ 
Then take a full fwing at your tal de ral la* 
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My Bctfy 13 the blithca maid 
That e'er young (hephcrd woo'd, 

She has at length my heart hetray'd, 
Alasl do all I could. 

For (hape, for air, and manners too^ 
None can with 'her compare : 

O would (he but be kind and truCi 

N rdibon my love declare. 

Whene'er I fee her beauteous facC| 

My heart with joy does burn ; 
Whenever (he^s abfent from the placCi 

I long for her return. 
If (he all others would forfake^ 

And fly to me alone ; 
What pleafure I with her (houM taktf 

While they their lofs bemoan ! 

I'd blefs the day that fir ft I knew 

My charming Betfy fair ; 
And all my life fhould be to (hew 

She was my ownly care. 
I'd vow to wed next Whitfunday, 

And make her bleft for life : 
Should (he refufe then, maidens fayi 

To be young John ny*s' wife ? 
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The Happy MiftRiAGB. 
riOW bleft has my time been ? what joys have 



Ik 



nown, 



Since wedlock's Toft bondage made JelTy my own » 
So joyful my heart is, fo eafy my chaioy 
That freedom is tafilefs, and roving a pain. 
Thatfreedomf &c« 

Thro' walks grown with woodbine^ as often 
we ftray, 
Around us dnr boys and girls frolick and play ; 
How pleafiag their fport is ! the wanton ones fee. 
And borrow their looks fiom my Jefly and me. 
AttJ borronUf Sec. 

To try her fwect temper, oft-times I am feen, 
And revels all day with the nymphs on the green; 
Tho' painful my abfence» my doubts (he begnilei 
And meets me at night with complacence and 
fmiles. 
jindmcett &c* 

I 

What tho' on her cheeks the rode lofes its hue. 
Her wit and good humour blooms.all the year thro': 
Time dill, as he flies, adds increafe to her truth» 
And gives to her mind what he fteals firom her 
youth. 

And gives 'i dec 
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Ye (hepherdg fo gay, who make love to infnare> 
And cheat, with . falfe vows, the too credulous 

Fair ; 
In fearch of true pleafure, how vainly you roain» 
To hold it for life, you muft find it at home. 

To holdy &c. 
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SONG 222. 
.Bessy Bell and Mary Ghay. 

O BciFy Bell and Mary G ray, 

They war' twa bonny lafles, 
They biggi'd a bower on yonbura brae 

And thecked it o'er wi' rafhes. 
Fair Belfy Bell I loo*d yeftreen. 

And thought I ne'er could alter: 
But Mary Gray's twa pawky een. 

They gar my fancy falter. 



Now Befly'sliair's like a lint-tap j 

She fmiles like a May morning. 
When Phcebfls ftarts frae Thetis' lap. 

The hills with rays adorning : 
White is her neck, faft is her hand. 

Her waift and feet's fu' genty ; 
With ilka grace (he can command ; 

Her lips, O vow ! they're dainty ♦ 
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And Mary's locks are like a craw. 

Her een like diamonds glances ; 
She's ay Tae clean, redd up and braW| 

She kills whene'er (he dances : 
Blyth as a kid, with wit at wilf^ 

She blooming, tight and tall is ; 
And guides her airs fae gracefu* ftill| 

O Jovct (he's like thy Pallas. 

Dear Befly Bell and Mary Gray, 

Ye unco fair opprefs us 5 
Our fsRcies jce between you tway. 
Ye are fie bonny lafles : 
jv Waes me ! for baith I canna get» 
R To ane by law we're ftcnted ; 
Q' Then I'll draw cuts, and tak' my fate. 
And be with ane contented. 
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TweedSide. 

What bcamies doc* Flora difclofe ? 

How fwcet are her fmiles upon Tweed ? 
Yet Mary's dill fwectcr than iliofe ; 

Both nature and fancy exceed. 
Nordaify, nor fweet blufhing rofe, 

Nor all the gay flowers of the field, 
Nor Tweed gliding gently through thofe^ 

Such beauty and pleafure does yield. 
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The warblers are heard in the groTc, 

The linnet, the lark, and the thrufh, 
The blackbird, and fweet cooing dovei 

With mufic enchant every bu(h. 
Come, fet us go forth to the mead. 

Let uu fee how the primrofes fpring ; 
We'll lodge in fonie village on Tweed, 

And love while the feather*d folks fiog* 

How does my love pafs the long day ? 

Does Mary not tend a few fliecp ? 
Do they never carelefsly ftray, 

While happily fhe lyes afleep ? 
Tweed's murmurs fhould lull her to reft j 

Kind Nature indulging- my blifs, 
Then to eafe the foft pains of my breaft, 

I'd (leal an ambrofial kifs. 

/Tis (he does the virgins excell. 

No beauty with her may compare ; 
Love's graces around her do dwell ; 

She's faircft, where thoufands are fair. 
Say, Charmer, where do thy flocks ftray ? 

Oh 1 tell me at noon where they feed ; 
Shall I feck them on fweet winding Tay, 

Or the pleafanter banks of the Tweed. 
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In Pra I8B OF MisoMRr. 
7««<f, An old woman clothed in grey. 

IN fpite of the prejadiVd hate 

The vulgar againd us retain, 
Let U8 new attachments create. 

And ftrengthen each link to our chain : 
Without ceafing, they flander us ftill. 

And fling at us many a joke ; 
But thofe, who of Mafons fpeak ill. 

Are not worthy their wrath to provoke* 

We challenge the witty, or fage. 

Oar morals or deeds to gainfay. 
Since thofe of the primitive age, 

We are bound to efteem and obey ; 
A fricndfhip that's warm and fincere 

Docs always her favours difpenfe ; 
And our. hearts to be fway'd will appear 

By the didates of nature and fcnfe. 

Perhaps fome may deem it a fault, 

That we fo myllerious are, 
But virtue alone we are taught, 

Is tl.e'bbjed^ that's worthy our care : 
AfTur'd of being hontft, we tafte. 

This chcarful amufemcnt at leifure, 
With the prcfence of decency grac'd. 

Which regulates every pleafure. 
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Hence it is that we fee evVy brother 

An affable air enti rtain ; 
And, excufiug the faults of each other, 

A focial fpin't maintain : 
Without hatred orjealoufy, thus 

United we Mafons do live : 
And he only is cnvyM by ns 

Who his friends the moft pleafure can give. 

S a N G 225. 
Rule, Britannia. 

VV HEN Britain firft, at hcav'n's command, 
Arofe from out the azure main, 
Arofe, yLtdi^G from out the azure main, 
This was the charier, the charter of the laffd, 
• And guardian angels fang this ftrain ; 

Ruht Britannia / Bntanniay rule the 'waves I 
Britons never iviil he Jlaves ! 

The nations (not fo bleft as thee) 
Mud, in their turns to tyrants fall ; 

While thou (halt flourifh, great aud free. 
The dread and envy of them all. 

Rule, Britannia, kc. 

Still more majeftic (halt thou rife. 

More dreadful from each foreign ftroke ; 

As the loud blad that tears the (kies 

Serves but to root thy native oalc. 

^ Rule, Britannia i &c. 
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Thee, liaughty tyrants ne'er (hall tame j 
All their attempts to ben^^ thee dowa 

Will but aroufc thy gcn'rous flame» 
But work their woe, and thy renown. 

RuUf Britannia, &c. 

To thee belongs the rural reign, 

Thy cities (hall with commerce (hinc $ 

All thine (hall be the fubjefl main. 
And CT'ry (horc it circles thine. 

Ru/f, Britannia^ &c. 

The mufes ft ill, with freedom found. 

Shall to thy happy coads repair : 
Blcft ifle .* with matchlefs beauty crowned. 

And manly hearts to guard the fair ! 

RuUy BriUnnia, &c. 




SONG 726. 

W ITH early horn, falute the moriif 

That gilds this charming place j 
With chearful cries, bid echo rife, 
And join the jovial chace, 
The vocal hills around. 
The waving woods, 
The cbrjftal flloods, 
All returo th' cnllv*ning found* 
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SONG 227. 
The Limn£t»% 
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S bringrng home the other day . 
Two linnets I had ta'en, 
The pretty warblers fecm'd to pray 

For liberty again. 
Unbeedful of their plaintive notes 

I fang.acrofs the mead ; 
Ih vain they tanM their downy throats^ 
And fluttcr'd to be freed. 

As.pafling through the tufted grove, 

Near which my cottage ftood, 
I. thought 1 faw the Queen of Love, . . 

When Chlora'd charms I view'd. 
I gaz'd, I lov'd, I prcfs'd her ftay 

To. hear ray. tender tale ; 
But all in vain fhe fled away, 

Nor could my fighs prevail. 

■ » 

Soon through the wound^ which love had made 

Came pity to my bread ; 
And thus I, as compaflion bade^ 

The fcathei'd pair addrefsM : 
Ye little warblers, chearful be, 

Remember not ye flew ; 
For I, who thought • my felf fo- free, 

Am fur more caught than you. 
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SONG 228. 

Contented i am, and contented ni be J 

What can this vatn world more alFord, 
Than a nvi/e to my mind» that prefers none to me^ 
And contenhnent^ though fmall be my ftore^ 

My brave boys ? 
And contentminti though fmall be my ftore. 

In the morning I rife, and then toil all the day^ 
And hafh happinefi (lill in my Tiew ;. 

I'll never forfake it *tlll I overtake itpi 
So eagerly I will it purfue. 
My brave boys, &c. 

When the evening does come, content I Ct downy 

Nor e'er do I wifh for to roam ; 
For, Hymen and Love have firmly decreed, 

That Uwt pleafur£^z found always at hme^ 

My brave boys, &c. 

• 

Then, ye wand'rers?" attend, give o'er your jwirfiiittf 
They'll ever prove falfe, you will find ;. 

Seek pleafure at /.ime^ and your wife, if ihc'<t1irife» 
W»l] always be loving *and kind^ 
My brave boys, &c. 
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SONG 229. 

GHAMACMHEB. 

J\ S down on Banna'* banks I ftray'd^ 

One evening in May^ 
The little birds in hlytfaeft notes 

Made vocal ev'ry fpray 2 
They fung their little tales of love» 

They fung them o'er and o'er» 
Ah GramachreCi ma CoUeenoughty ma lUolfy Jj/htoret 

The daify piedy and all the fweets 

The dawn of nature yields ; 
The primrofe pale» the vi'let bluc^ 

Lay fcatter'd o'er the fields : 

Such fragrance tn the bofoa^liet 

Of her whom 1 adore* 

AbGramachnif'tit. 

I laid nne down upon a bank> 

Bewailing my (ad fate. 
That doonn'd mc thus the flave of love 

And cruel Molly's hate : 

How can (he break the honeft heart 

That wears her in its core \ 

jik GramaAr»,9tc 

You faid you lov'd mc, Molly dear ; 

Ah ! why did I believe ? 
Yet who could think fuch tender words 

Were meant but to deceive ? 
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That lore was a]!. I aHc'd oo earth ; 
Kaj« heaT'n could give no more. 

Ab Gramaclree, 9c c. 

r 

Oh had f all the floclrt that graze 

On yonder ycllowr hill. 
Or low'd for mc the numVoan herdt 

That yon green paftnre fi'l ; 
With her I lote I'd gladly (hare 

My kine and fleecy ftore* 

^yS GramacBretf StCm 

Two turtle- dovei above my head 

Sat courting on a l>QU;>h ; 
I envied dot the^r happincfs. 

To fee ihtm bill and' coo : 
Such fondncfs once for me fhe (hcwM ; 

But DOW, alas ! 'tis o'er. 

Ai Gramacbrgtf &c. 

Then fare thee wcHi my Molly dear, 

Thv loffc I e'er fliall mourn ; 
Whilft life remains in Strcplion's heart, 

'Twill beat f<ir ilice alone ; 
Tho' thou art falfe, may hcav*n on thee 
. lit .ch«icc(i Ulellings pour ! 

Ai Gramaclrtff &c. 
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SONG 230. 

Sung in the Waterman. 

J\ ND did you not hear of a jolly young wat^* 
man. 
Who at Blackfriars Bridge ufcd for to ply i 
And he feathered hit oars with fuch fkill and dex- 
terity, 
Winning each heart and delighting each eye : 
He looked fo neat, and rowed fo fteadily^ 
The maidens all fiock*d in hit boat fo readily, 
And he eyed the young rouget with fo charming 
an air, 
4 That this Waterman ne'er was in want of a fare. 



9 



What fights cf fine fc!k5 he eft ro w*d is hia wherry; 

'Twas cleanM out fo nice, and painted with all ; 
He was alwayt firft oart when the fine city ladiet» 

In a party to Ranelagh went or Vauxhall. 
And oftentimet would they be giggling and 1eering> 
But 'twas all one to Tom, their gibing and geeriog, 
For loving, or liking, he little did care, 
For this Waterman ne*er was la want of a fare. 

And yet but to fee how ftrangely things happen ; 

At he row'd along thinking of nothing at all» 
He was ply'd by a damfel fo lovely and charming, 

That (he fmiledi and fo ftraitway in love he did 
£ill; 
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And would this young damfel hut banifh hit forrow» 
Hc*d wed her to night before to-morrow : 
And how fhould this Waterman ever know care. 
When he*6 married, and never in want of a fare ? 



P 
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SONG 231. 
The Parson. 



•<«4^-4-4 



USH about the brifk glafs, 1 proclaiin hini an 
afs» 
Who at cares of this world wouM repine | 
^ 'Twas our forrows to drown, and dir^>e1 Fortooe't 
•^ frown. 

That Jove fent us^ Jqyc feat u»} Jthc juice of the 

vine. 
'Tis this in all feds the true intereft proteAs, 

And enlivens the lump of our clay ; 
The parfons looks teach, tho' againft it they preach, 
Then believe thena, believe them, who plcafcs, I 
fay. 

'Tis not long ago, that a Vicar I knoW| 
Whofc name 'twere ungodly to ttU, 

Who o*er bottle and bowl fat with many good foul. 
Full of glee, till ding dong, till ding dong, went 
the bell ; 
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Then, having a hic^-cup, took the chair with a 
kick— up, 
I iDuft go> elfe the church will complain ; 
But, friends, don't think me rudci I fwear by my 
priefthood, 
I'll but preach, and be with you, be with you ^ 
again. 

The parfon went flralght, tho'he fiaggerM in gait. 

With his fermon in mcmVy*d large chcft ; 
To the pulpit he rofe, but foon fell.tn a dofe, 

And cries, Excellent, excellent wine, I proieft. 
The whole congregation, in ftrange confternation, 

Left the church, with a (igh at the caufe; 
But the clerk, more devout, cries, Sir, they're all 
out ; . 

Then fill *em, then fill 'em again, my brave boys. 

In law 'twas defign'd, Juftice ftill (hould be blind; 

Yet fhcMl fquint if felf-int'reft do call ; 
And Tm certain I cou'd,o'er ahog(head that's good. 

Bribe the council, the' council, judge, jury, and 
all. 
If to drink be a fault, for fo we're all taught^ . 

Old Noah could tipple, they fay ; 
And we gather from hence, all mortala of fenfe. 

Should be Tons of old Noah, old Noah ; Huzza ! 
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SONG 233. 

W HEN fummer comes, the fwaint on I'weed 

Sing their fuccefsful loves. 
Around the ewes and lannhkins feed. 

And muikk fills the groves. 

Bat my lov'd fong is then the broom 

So fair on Cowden-knows ; 
For fure, fo fwcet, fo foft a bloomi 

Elfewhere there never grows. 



There Colin tun'd his oaten reed. 
And won my yielding heart ; 
Jl No (hepherd e'er, that dwelt on Tweedy 
MP Could play with half fuch heart. 



He fung of Tay, of Forth and Clyde^ 
The hilU and dales all round, 

Of Leader- haughs, and Leader- fidei 
Oh ! how i blefs'd the found. 

Yet more delightful is the broom 
So fair on Cowden-knows ; 

For fure, fo frefh, fo bright a bloomi 
Elfewhere there never grows. 

Not Tivlot braes, fo green and gay. 
May with this broom compare ; 

Not Yarrow banks in flovv'ry May, 
Nor the bufh abooh Traquair. 
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More pleafing far are Cowden-knowti 

My peaceful happy home. 
Where I was wont to milk ray cwes^ 

At e'en among the broom* 

Ye pow'rs, that l^aunt the woods and plataS ^ 

Where Tweed and Tiviot flows. 
Convey me to the beil.of fwaios, 

And my luv'd Cowden-know8» 

•<S^«^>-4-4H»- >->. ».»..»»^»..»»i.«<-.».4..»^ •^•Hr4 4-4 •4-4~4'«4''4»4-4-«<>*>»'^»4^ 

SONG 233. 



SA 



S on a fun-fhinc fummer's day 
I to the greenwood bent my way ; 
The lonely path my fancy took 
Was guidecf^by a filver- brook ; 
And truft me, truft me, all I meant. 
Was to be pleas'd and innocent. 

Upon its flow'ry banks I fat, 
Regardlefs or of love or hate, 
I took my pipe, and 'gan to play 
The (hcpherd's merry roundelay : 
And trud me, truft me, all I meant. 
Was to be pleas'd and innocent. 

All in the felf-fame (hady grove 
Youthful Sylvia chjuic'd to rove ; 
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And, by its echo led, drew near. 
My rural oaten- reed to hear: 
But furely, furely all (he meant^ 
Was to be ple'as'd and innocent. 

I gently took her hand — (he gave 
A look that did my foul enflave ; 
I preft her ruby lips^in -vain ; 
' They rofe_^up to be preft again. 
Thus happy, I no farther meant, 
Than to be pleas'd and innocent. 

On her foft breads my hand I laidf 
.And a quick light -impreifion made ; ' 
They with a kindly warmth did glow, 
And fwell'd, and f«em'd to overflow : 
Yet, truft me, t no farther mcajit, 
Than to be pleas'd and innocent. 

In raptures, on her eyes I gaz'd, . 
While, fweetly blufhing, (he them raisM ; 
Each fenfe was ravifh^d with delight, 
I . And my foul flood prepar'd for flight : 
Ah ! blame me not, if then I meant 
More to be pleas'd than innocent. 
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SONG 234. 

Sung in the Waterman. 

1 HEN farcwel my trim built wherry^ 
Oars, and coat and badge, farewel ; 
Never more at Chclfea. Ferry, 
Shall your Thomas take a fpell. 

But to hope and peace a (Iranger^ 

In the battle's heat I go ; 
Where expofed to every danger, 

Some friendly ball (hall lay me low. 

Then, may- hap, when homeward fteenngi 
With the news my mefs mates come^ 

Even you, the ftory hearing, 

With a figh oiay cry, p9or Tom ! 
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SONG 235. 

C O L I N E T. 

Now the happy knot is ty'd, 
Betfy is my charming bride I 
Ring the bclls^ and fiil the bowly 
Revel all without controul, 
Who Co fair as lovely Bet ? 
Who fo bled as Coliaet ? 
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Now adieu to maideo artSy 
Angling for unguarded hearts ; 
Welcome Hymen'? lading joy8» 
Lifping wanton girls and boys $ 
Girls, aa fair as lovely Bet^ 
BoyS| as fweet as Cdinet. 

Though ripe (heaTes of y tllow corti> 
Now my plenteous barn adorny 
Though I've decked my myrtle bow*Nt 
With, the faireft, fweeteft flowVs j 
Riper, fairer, fw»ctef» yet, 
Are the charms of lovely Bet I 

Though oa Sundaya I was feen, 
Drefs'd like any May-day queen ; . 
Though fix fweethearts dally^ (Irove^ 
To dcfervc thy Betty's love ; 
Them I quit without regret ; 
All. mj j.ay*s iu CoUnet. 

Strike tip then the ruHIc lay, 
Crown with fpons our brida^day ^ 
May each lad a miftr^fs find ; 
Like my Bctfy, fair and kind ) 
And each lafs a hi^Aand g<t» 
Fond and true. as Colioet. 

Riti^ the bel!8» and fill the bow)» 
Revel aU without coniroul ; 
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May the fun ne'er rife or fet, 
Bnt with joj to happy Bet^ 
But with joy to happy Bet^ 
And her faithful Coltnct. 
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SONG 236. 

Stmg hi ti>t Devil to Pa v. 
Tunc, Come let us prepare* 

Let matters of ftitc difquict the great, 
The cobler has nought to perplex him ; 

Has nought but his wifg to ruffle hit llfe^ 
And her he can flrap if fhe vex him. 

Hc'i out of the pow'r of Fortune, that whore, 
Since low, as can be, /he has thrufl him. 

From duns he's fecurc ; for, being fo poor, 
There's none to be found that will tr&ft him* 



>->"*' 



SONG 237. 

Su»g in the Beggar's Opera. 
Tune, Over the bills and far a<way» 

Were I laid on Greenland's coaft, 
And in my arms embra'c'd my lafs ; 

Warm amidft eternal froft, 

Too foon the half year's nights would pafs. 
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Were I fold on Indltin foil; 

Soon as the burning day was clcs'dt 
I could mock the fultry toiU 

When on mj charmer's bread reposMi 

And I would love yon all the day.;. 

Every night wonid kifs and play. 
If with me you'd fondly ilray. 

Over the hill 8 and far away. 



&ONG 238. 

1 Ha'c laid a hening In fa't ; 

Lafs, gin ye lo't; me, tell me now ;- 
I ha'e brew'd a. forpet o' mat, 

An' I canna come Ilka day. to woo.. 
I ha*e a calf will fuon be a cow ; 

Lafsy. gin ye Id'e me, tell mje now ;. 
I ha'e a pig will foon be a fow, 

Ati''! canna- come ilka day to woo* 

I've a hoiife on.yonder.mwr ;:. 

Lafs, gin ye lo'e me tell me -now ; 
Three fparrows may dance upon the floor ;; 

And r cannot come ilka day to woo« 
I ha'e a butt and I ha'e si ben^ 

Lafs, giu ye lo'c roe, tak me now ;.. 
I ha*e three chickens and a fat hen» 

And 1 canna Qome ony. mair to woo*. 
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I've a hen wi' a happity hg j 

Lafs, gm ye lo^e me» tak me now % 
Which ilka day lays mean eggt 

And I canna Come ilka day to woOb 
I h»'e a- kebbuck upon the fhelf ; 

Lafs, gin ye lo'e me, tak me now^ 
I downa cat it a* myfelf, 

And I winna come ony mair to woo 



5 N G 2391 

JN OW*s the time for mirth and gleCf 
Laugh and love and ^tng viritK me ; 
Cupid is my theme of ftory, 
. *Tis his god/hip's fame and glory ; 
Ever bending to his ]aw, ha !: ha ! ■ ha f 

O'er the grate and^o'er the gafj 
Cupid takes his Ihare of play : 
He makes heroes quit their glory; 
He's the god'moft faim'd in ttqry : 
Bending' then unto his law, ha.! ha !' 

Sly the urchin deals in darts^ 
Without pity piercing hearU 5 
Cupid triumphs over paifions^ 
Not refrardincT' modes or fafhions^ 
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You may doubt thcfe things are true ; 
But they're faAs» *twixt me and you* 
ThcPf young men and mai<U be wary. 
How ye meet before you marry ; 
Cupid's will is (blcly law» ha i ha ! 



SONG 240. 



Waus Alarms* 



S 



INCE war's alarms entic'd my Willy from me, 
My poor heart with grief doth figh ; 
Each fond remembrance heaps frefli forrow on met 
1 awake ere yet the morning is nigh. 

No other cou'd delight him ; 

Ah, why did I ere flight himt 
Coldly anfwering his fond tale. 
Which drove him forth amidd the rage of"wars» 
And left filly me thus to bewail i 

But I no longer, tho' a maid forfaken. 
Thus will moan, like yonder dove ; 
For e'er the la^k to-morrow flij^Il awaken, 
I will fcek my abfent love ; 
The hoftile country over, 
ril fly to feek my lover, 
Scorning evVy threat'ningffear; 
Nor diflant fliore, nor canons roar. 
Shall longer keep me from my dear. 
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H ! fend me Lewis Gordon bamci 

And the lad J dare not name.; 

Altho' his back be at the wa*t 

Here's to him that & far awa. 

Hech hey ! my Highland- inan% 
My hanifome charming Highland- man% 
Weel nvpu*d I my true love ken, 
jimong ten tboufand Highland" mtn^ 

Oh! to fee his tartan* trews* 
Bonnet blue, and bighheerd fltoet^ 
Philabeg aboon hit knee. 
And that's the Lad that I'll go wP 



Hech hij I kc. 



This LoYcly Lad I now do fing, 
Is fitted for to be a King s 
For on his hresft he wears a (tar, 
You*d take him for tb^ god o-f wafi 



Hech hey I ftc. 



Oh I to fee this Princely One; 
Seated on a royal throne ; 
Our griefs wott*d then a* dtfappeari 
We'd celebrate the Jublec-ycar. 



Hech hey t &c. 
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SONG 242. 
Thro' THB Wood, Laddib. 

Sandy, why leaves thou thy Nelly to mourn i 
Thy prefence couM eafe me, 
When naething can pleafe me : 
Thy prefence cou'd eafe me, i;c» 
Now dowie 1 iigh on the banks of the bavn, 
Or thro^ the wood, laddie, until thou return. 
Thro* the mjood^ laddie^ thro* the wood laddU* 
Thro the tuood, thro* the nvood. 

Thro* tf>e_ nxfoodf laddie ; 
Nonv donvie IJigh^ Sec. 

Tho' woods now are bonny, and. mornings are dear^ 

While lav'rockt are iinging, ^ 

And primrofes fpringing ; 
Yet nane of them pleafes my eye or my ear, 
Wh^n tliro* the wood, laddie, ye dinna appear. 

Thr<^ the nuood^ &c. 

That I am forfaken, fome fpare not tell : 

I'm fa(h'd wi* their fcorning, 

Baith evening and morning : 
Their jeering gaes aft to my heart wi' a ko^ll, 
Whsn thro' the wood, laddie, I wander myfel'. 

Thro* the nuood^ &c. 
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Then ftayi my dear .SaDdy» nae liftoger .-away^ 
But quick as ao arrow, 
Hafte here to thy marrow, 
Wha's living in languor till that happy day, 
When tbrp' the wood^^ laddie, we'll dance,u fiog» ' 
and play. 

Thrcl* the njuood, &c. 

SONG *243. 

Thro' the Wood, Lassib* 

f yj Nelly ! no longer thy Sandy now mourn, 
f Let miific and pleafure 

Abound, without meafure. 

Let muiic and pleafure, ifc. 
O'er hillocks, or mountains, or low in the buroy 
Or, thro' the wood, iaffie, until thou return, 
Thro* the nvood, Iaffie^ thro* the *woodi lajpe^ 
Thro* the nvood^ thro* the luood. 

Thro the tuood^ lafpe ; 
0*er hilhck4.y or mountains , &c. 

« 

Since I have been abfent from thee, my dear Nell^ 

No content, no delight. 

Have I known day or night. 
The murmuring (Iream, and the hill's echo, telh 
How thro' the wood, lailie, I breath'd my fad knell. 

Thro* the nvood, &c. 
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And n«w to all forrow I'll bid full adkoi 

Andy with joy, like a dove» 

ril return to my love : 
The maxim of loving in truth let ut knoW| 
Then thro* the wood laffie, well bonnyly go* 

Tifro* the nvpod, kc. 

Come lads, and come laflet, be blithfome and gay, 

Let your hearts merry be, 

And both full of glee : 
The Highlands (ball ring with the joy of the day» 
When thro' the wood, happy, we'll dance, fing 

and play. 

nr0* the nxjoodt &c« 
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Tune^ Fy gar rub her o'er wi' Strac. 

J-/EAR Roger, if your Jenny geek, 

And anfwer kindnefs with a flight. 
Seem unconccrn'd at her ncg!e6l, 

For woman 1n a man delight : 
But them dirpifc who're foon defeat. 

And witli a fimple face give way 
To a fcpulfe ; — then hfc not blate, 

Pu(h bauldly on, and win the day. 
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When maidens, innocently young> 

Say aften what they never mean, 
Ne'er mind their pretty lying tongue, 

But tent the language of their een ; 
If thefe agree, and (he perfift 

To anfwer all your love witli hate^ 
Seekdfewhere to be better bleft, 

And let her fjgh when 'tis too lat«. 
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The Matron's Wish 

■ W HEN my locks are grown hoary, 

And nay vifage looks pale ; 
When my forehead has wrinkles, 

^ And my £ye- fight does fail : 
Let my words and my a6lion» 

Be free from all harm. 
And may I have my. old hufband 
To keep my back warm. 
The pleafures of youth 

Areflo*wers hut of May ; 
Oar lifers hut a vapour^ 
Our hody*t hut clay : 
let me live luell^ 
Tkd* I live hut a day. 
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With a fermon oo Sunday 

Aod a Bible of good print ; 
With a pot on the fire, 

Aod good viandi in't } 
With ale, beer, and brandy^ 

Both winter and fummefy 
To drink to nny goffip, 

And be pledg'd by my cummer. 

The pUa/urcj o/t See. 

# 

With ptgt and poultry. 

And fome money in (lore. 
To purchafe what's needful, 

And to give to the poor ; 
With a bottle of Canary 
To fip without fin, 
And to comfort my daughter 

Whene'er (he lyes in. 

The pleafurcs of\ &C 

With a bed foft and eafy 

To reft on at night, 
With a maid in the morning 

To rife with the light, 
To do her work neatly, 

And obey my defire, 
To make the houfe clean, 

And blow up the fire* 



ThepJeafures of^ ficc. 
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With health and content » 

And a good eafy chiKt ; 
With a thick' hood and mantle. 

When" I ride on my mare. 
Let me dwell near my cupboard^ 

And far from my foes. 
With a pair of glafa eyei 

To clap on my nofe. 

TAf fUafures 0/, Sec. 

And when I am dead* 

With A figh let them fay, ' 
Our honeft old cummer's 
Now laid in the clay ; 
When young, (he was chearfulf 

No fcold, nor no whore ; 
She affifted her neighbours, 
And gave to the poor. 
TAo* the Jioii^er of her youth 

In her age did decay, 
Tho^ her life like a vapour ^ 

Evanijh^d amsay^ 
She liv^d nvell and happy 
Unto her loft day. 
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But oh ! the fatal thought^ 
To Billy thel? are nought ;. 
Who rdde-to towo,. and rifted'with dragoonSf. 
When he, Ally loon> might have plunder*d me.. 



SONG 248. 

Siing in the Gentle Shephersu. 

JVi Y P^ggy i» a young things 

Juft entcr'd in her teens. 
Fair as the day» and.fweec as May.,. 
^ Fair as the day* and always gay. 
O My Peggy is H. young. thing. 

And I'm not very auld, 
Yet well. I like to naeet her al, . 
The wauking of the fauld*. 

My Peggy fpeaks fac fweeily, 

Whene'er we meet alanc. 
I wifli nae maic to lay my care, 
I with nae mair of a' tl\at*B rare,. 
My^ Peggy fpeakjs fac fweetly,.. 
To a' the leave I'm cauld ;. 
B.ut flic gars a' my fptrita glove». 
At waukinj of the fauld. . 
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My Peggy fmiles fac kindly, 
Whene'er I whifpjtr love, 
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That I look down on a^ the town> 
That I look down upon a crown. 
My Ptggy finHcs fac kindly. 

It makes me blyth and bauld^ 
And naething gi'es me Tick deligb^ 
As wauking of the fauld» 

My Peggy fings fac faftly, 

When on my pipe I play ; 
By a' the reft it is confeft, 
By a' the reft, that fhe fings beft : 
My Peggy fings fac faftly. 

And in her fangs are tald. 
With innocence the wale of fenfe,. 
At i^auking of the £iuld*. 
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I O C K E-y.. 

IVJ Y laddie is ganc far awa* o'er the plain. 
While in fdrrow behind Pm forc'd to remain; 
Tho' blue bells and vi'^lets the hedges adorn, 
Tho' trees are in bloflbm, andfweet blows tTiethorn, 
No pleafure they give me-, in vain they look gay ; 
There's nothing can picafe now, my Jockey's away; 
Forlorn I fit finging, and this is my ftrain> 
Hafte, haftc, my- dear Jockey to me back ag^ain. 
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When lads and cbcir laflfet are on the green inety 
They dance and they 6ng, they laugh and theychat» 
Contented and happy, with hearts full of glee, 
I can't without envy their merciment fee { 
Thofe paftimes offend me, my (hepherd's not therci 
No pleifure 1 relifti that Jockey don't (hare ; 
It makes me to figh» I frcxn tears fcarce refrain ; 
I wi(h my dear Jockey returned hack again. 

But hope (hall fuftain me, nor will I defpair. 
He promisM he wou'd in a' fortnight be here ; 
On fond expedatton my wilhei I'll feaft» 
For loTC, my dear Jockey, to Jenny will hafte : 
Then, farewell, each care, and adieu, each vain figh. 
Who'll then be fo bleft or fo happy as I ; 
1*1) fing on the meadows, and alter my ftraio. 
When Jockey returns to my arms back again. 
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Y lodging it is on the cold ground. 

And very hard is my fare 5 
But that which troubles me moft, is 

The unkindnefs of my dear : 
Yet ftill I cry. Oh, turn, love ! 

And I pr'ythee, love, turn to me | 
For thou art the man that I long for ^ 

And, alack 1 what remedy ? 
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ril cro^n thee with a garland of ftraw then^ 

And ril marry thee with a rufli-ring j 
My frozen hopes fhall thaw then. 

And merrily wf will fing. 
O turn to me, my dear love ! 

And I pr'ythcc, love, turn to me ; 
For thou art the man that alone canfl 

Procure my liberty. 

But if thou wilt harden thy heart dill. 

And be deaf to my pitiful moan. 
Then I mud endure the fmart ftiHi 

And tumble in draw all atone : 
Yet ftill I cry, Oh, turn, love ! 

And I pr*y)thce, love, turn to me ; 
For thou art the man that alone art 

The caufe of my mifery. 
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OR ever, O mercilefs fair I 
Will that cruel indifference endure i 
Can thofe eyes look nK into defpair. 
And that heart be unwilling to cure i 

If I Ipve, will you doorai me to. die ? 

Or, if I adore you, upbraid ? 
Can that bread the lead pity deny 

To the wretch which your beauty has made ? 
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How oft* what I felt to difgiiife» 
Hat 017 reafon imperioufly ftrore^ 

Till mf foul almuQi^fcIl fiom my eyeti 
In the tears of the tendereMove I 

Till rendered unable to flow^ 

By the tortures exccfn which I bore. 
That nature funk under the W0| 

Or only recover 'd to more* 

Then, Delia» deteroaine my ht€p 
Nur let me to madtfeft be drove } 

But, O do not tell me you hate^ 
If you e'en refolve not to love* 
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Ceafe to monrn, unhappy youth t 
Or think this bofom hard : 
My teariy alai ! muft own your truth, 
And wi(h it could reward. 

Th' excefs of unabating wo» 
This tortured breaft endures. 

Too well, alas ! muft make me know 
The pain that dwells in yours* 

Condemn'd like you to weep in vaiBf 
I feek the darkeft grove. 
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And fondly bear tbe iharpeft paia 
Of oeyer-hoping l«vc* 

My wafted day, in endleis fighSf 

No found of comfort hears ; 
And mom bul breaks on Delia's ejet 

To wake her into tears. 

■ 

If fleep (hou^d lend her friendly aid» 

In fancy I complain, ^• 
And hear fome fad) fome wretched maid^ 

Or fee fome perjur'd fwaio. 

Then ceafe thy fuit» fond youth, O ccaie I 

Or blame the fates alo^e ; 
For how can I reftore your peace. 

Who quite have loft my own ? 
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W HEN Delia's eyes transfix'd my heart 

With one refiftlefs glance, 
'Twas Love himfelf that aimM the dart, 

Tho' mortals call it Chance. 

'Twas at the fatal birth- night ball 

I faw her lead the dance ; 
, (Long deaf to youth and beauty's cally 

I thither ftroH'a by chance.) 
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I faw her, like the Queen of lotCi 

With graceful ftep advance ; 
She feem'd a partner fit for Jove, 

Had Jove been th^re by chance. 

No hireling nyniph that treads the ftagCi 

From Italy or France, 
Could thus nny raptur'd fight engagCi 

As Delia did by chance. 

The ftars that in fuch order movci 

Amid'ft heav'ns wide cxpanfe, 
Match'd with the motions of my love« 

Might feem the work of chance. 

As, when the fpur is in his fide^ 

The fiery fteed will prance, 
I ftruggled long my love to hide ; 

But who can drive with chance ? 

With wonder as I flood amaz'd, 

Methought (he look*d afkance. 
And fmil'd upon me as 1 gaz'd ; 

But, ah ! 'twas all by chance. 

To raife my fpirits, I retir'd, 

And took a dram of Nantz ; 
But, oh! I found my bread more fir'd— 

'Twere better truft to chance. 

As to and fro I ftroll'd about, - 
«> Wrapt up in amorous trance. 
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I tripp'd, and fell; the nymph, no doubt}* 
But fmilM at my mifchance. 

Whil« thus I languifh and look fad. 

Like hero in romance, 
You, lovely Delia, think me mad. 

Nor pity me, perchance. 

Yet for your fake, with any knight 
That dares, Til break a lance— 

And if I perifh in the fight, 
Why — let me take my chance. 

Would Delia but my wifhes crown. 
Nought could my blifs enhance ; 

Content for life, Vd fit me down, 
And blefs this lucky chance. 



-4-4-^^* 



SONG 254. 

JDpFEND my heart, ye virgin pow'rs, 

From am'rous looks and fmiles{ 
And fhleld me, in my gayer hours, 

From love's dcftru£iive wiles : 
In vain let fighs and melting tears 

Employ their moving art, 
Nor may delufive oaths and pray'rs 

E'er triumph in my heart. 
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Let otherty fond of empty praifci 

Each wanton art difplay. 
While fops and fools in raptures gaze^ 

And figh their fouls away : 
Far other didates I purfue, 

(My blifs in virtue plac'd). 
And feek to plcrafe the wifer fewy 

Who real worth can tafte. 

To fly, like bird, from grove to grove. 

To wander like the bee ; 
To fip of fweets, and tafte of love. 

Is not enough for me : 
No fluttering paflions wake my bread ; 
^ I wifh the place to find, 
M^ Where fate may give me peace and reft, 
t One ihepherd to my mind. 

To ev'ry youth Pll not be gay, 

Nor try on all my pow*r ; 
Nor future pleafures throw awayy 

In toyings for an hour. 
I would not reign the general toady 

Be prais'd by all the town ; 
A thoufand tongues on me are lofty 

ni hear but only one. 

For which of all the flatt'ring traiHy 

Who fvvarm at beauty's (hrinc, 
When youth's gay charms are in the wancy 

Will c6urt (heir fure decline ? 
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Then fops, and wits, and beaux, forbear^ 

Your arts will never do ; 
For fome fond youth (hall be my care» 

Life's chequer'd feafon through. 

My little heart (halt love a home, 

A warnn and fhelter^d neft ; 
No giddy flights (hall make me roam 

From where I mod am bled : 
With love, and only that, dear fwain, 

What tranquil joys 1 fee ! - 

Farewel, ye falfe, incondant train ! 

For one is all to me. 

SONG 255. 

W HILE from our looks, fair nymph, you guefs 

The fecret paflions of our mfnd ; 
My heavy eyes, you fay, confefs, 

A heart to love and grief inclined* 

There needs, alas f but Tittle art, 

*To have this fatal fecret found ; 
With the fame eafc you threw the dart, 
'Tis certain you may (hew the wound. 

How can I fee you and not love. 
While you as opening ead are fair t 
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While cold aa northeva blaftt yea prove^ 
How can I love, and not ilefpair ? 

The wretch in double fetters bound 
Your potent mercy may releafe : 

Soon, if my love but once were crown^df 
Fair propheteOsy my grief would ceafe. 
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J\ ROUND the fpacious landfcape royt. 
The Naiads haunt, the Triton's bed. 

Search every grot, and every grove*, 
Where art and nature beauties fhade : 

Whate'cr is rich, whatever is rare^ 
Whatever is worthieft to be knowOf 

Colleft from fea, and earth, and air, 
From fofli), plant, or precious done. 

While wonders then with wonders vie. 
And latent miracles difpenfe ; 

While this attra^ls the raptur'd eye, 
And that allures the ravi(h*d fenfe : 

O come, in ull thy native grace, 
M .ria come, and blefs the view. 

And every former beauteous trace 
Shall vanifh like the morning dew. 
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S I fat at my fpinning-wheelf 
A bonny lad was palfing by :• 
I view'd him round, and lik'd him' weel^ 
For truth he had- a glancing eye; 

My heart new pantfng 'gan to feel» 
But dill I tum'd my fpinning- wheel. 

With ldbk« all ktndnefs he drew near. 
And dill roair lovely did appear ; 
And round about my llender waid 
He clafp'd hfg arms, and' me embraced : , 
To kifs my hand fyne down did kneeV 
As I fat at my fp inning- wheel. 

My milk- white hands he did extol^ 
And prais'd my fingers loag and fmallj.. 
And faid, there was nae lady fair 
That ever cou*d with me compare. 

Thefe words into my heart did (leal, 
But dill I t«rn'd my fpinnuig wheel. 

Altho! I feemingly did chide. 
Yet Be wad never be denyM, * 

Burftin declared his love the mair. 
Until my hear^ ^as wounded (ait y 

That I my love cou'd fcarcc conceal. 
Yet dill I turn'dmy fpinnidg-wttpel: 
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My hanks of yarn, my rock and reel» 

My winneU and my fpinRing- wheel ; 

He bid me leave them a' with fpeed. 
And gang with him to yonder mead ; 

My yielding heart ftrange flames did feel» 

Yet flill I turn'd my fpinning* wheel* 

' About my neck his arm he laid. 

And whifper'd Rife, my^ bonny maidy 

And with me to yon hay-cock gO| 

111 teach thee better wark to do. 

In troi>th I loo'd the motion wee1» 
And loot alane my fpinniog-wheeL 

Amang the pleafant cocks of hay. 

Then with my bonny lad I lay ;, 

What laflie, young and faft as I» 

Cou'd fic a handfome lad deny ? 

Thcfc plcafurcs I canRot^reveaf, 
That far furpail the fpinning^wheeU 
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Thb Birks of Invermat. 

Jl HE fmiling morn, the breathing fpring^ 
Invite the tunefu* birds to fing ; 
And while they warble from each fpray^ 
Love melts the univerfal lay ; 
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Let us, Amvnda, timely wife. 
Like them improve the hoar that flteSf 
And in faft raptures wade the day 
Amang the 1}irk8 of lavermay. 

For foofi the winter of the year. 
And age, life's winter, will appear;. 
At this thy lively bloom will fade. 
As that will flrip the verdant (hade i^ 
Our tafte of pleafure then is o'er, 
The feather'd fongftcrs pleafe no more t 
And when they droop and we decay. 
Adieu the birks of Invermay. 

The lav'rocks now and lintwhitet fing* 
The rocks around wt' echoes ring, 
The mavis and the blackbird vye 
In tunefu' drains to glad the day ; 
The woods now wear their fummer-fuitfy 
To mirth a' nature now invites ; 
Let us be biythfome then, and gay, 
Amang the birks of Invermay. 

Behold, the hills and vales around 
With lowing herds and flocks abound ; 
The wanton kids and frifking lambs 
Gambol and dance about their dams ; 
The bufy bees with humming noife. 
And a* the reptile kind rt-joice i 
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Let Oft) like them, then fing and play 
Aboot the birkt of Invtrmmj- 

Hark how the waters, at they h*f 
Loudly my love to gladneft ca' ; 
The wanton waves (port in the beamt» 
And fiihea play throughout the ftreams i 
The circling fun does now advance. 
And all the planets round him daoct ; 
Let us as jovial be as they 
Amaog the birks or invermxy. 
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USY, curious, thirfty fty. 
Drink with me, and drink as I, 
Freely welcome to my cup, 
Could'fl thou fip, and (ip it up : 
Make the moH of li£e you may ^ 
Life is (hort, and wears away. 

Both alike are mine and thine^ 
Haft'ning quick to their decline ; 
Thine's a fuinmer, mine no morcy 
Tho* repeated to threefcore : 
Threcfcore lummers, when they're gonf^. 
Will appear as (Rort as oae. 
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IjLeRE's a health to the king and alafting pcacci 
May fadion be damn'd, and difcord ceafe : 
Come, let us drink it, while we're breathy 
For there's no drinking after d«ath. 
And he that won't with this comply^ 

Down among the dead men^ 

Do*wn among the dead men^ 
Do'wrti dowfjy down among the dead men^ let him fy» 

Now a health to the queen, and may (he long 
Be our fir ft fair toaft, to grace our fong ; 
Off wi' your hats, wi* your knee ob the grottiMl> 
Take off your bumpers all around : 
And he that will not drink his dryi 
Down among J &c. 

Let charming beauty's health go roundf 
In whom celeftial joys are found : 
And may confufion dill putfue 
The fenfclcfs woman- hating crew : 
And he that will this health deny» . 
Down among^ &c. 

Here's thriving to trade and the commoBoweal^ 
And patriots to their country leal ; 
But who for bribes gives Satan his foult 
May he ne'er laugh o'er a ftowtng bowl : 
And all that with fuch rogues comply^ 
Down among^ &c. 
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In fmiling Bacchiid's joys 1*11 roH, 
Deny no pleafures to my foul : 
Let Bacchus's health round fwiftly move ^ 
For Bacchus is a friend to lore : 
And he that doth this health deny, 
Doivn amoug, Slc. 



SONG 261. 

Susanna. 

JL WAS when the Teas wert roaring Q 

With hollovir blafts of windy (^ 

A damfel lay deploring. 

All on a rock reclin'd j 
Wide o*e^ the foaming billawst 

She caft a wi(hful look ; 
Her head was crown'd with willowt 

That trembled o'er the brook. 

Twelve months were gone and over. 

And nine long tedious days ; 
Why didft thou vent'rous lover. 

Why didft thou truft the Teas ? 
Ceafe, cearfe, thou troubled ocean. 

And let my lover reft ; 
Ah ! what's thy troubled motion 

To that within my bread i 
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The merchant, rob'd of treafure. 

Views tempefts with dcfpair ; 
But what'i the lofs of treafure 

To lofing of my dear ? 
Should you fome coaft be laid on, 

Where gold and diamonds groW| 
Vou'd find a richer maiden. 

But none that loves you fo« 

How can they fay that nature 

Has nothing made in vain ? 
Why then, beneath the water 

Do hideous rocks remain ? 
No eyes the rocks difcover 

That lurk beneath the deep. 
To wreck the wand'ring lover, 

And leave the maid to weep* 

Thus melancholy lying, 

Thus vail'd (he for her deaf ; 
Repaid each bla(l with fighing. 

Each billow with a tear : 
When o'er the white waves ftoopiog, 

His floating corpfe fhe fpied ; 
Then, like a lily drooping, 

She bow'd her head, — and died. 



\ 




St CECILIA} Or^ 




91 



SONG 162. 



Sung in the Beggah's Ofb&J* 
Tuncy Cotillon. 
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OUTH'i the feafon made for joysji 

Love 18 then our duty ; 
She alone who that em ploy ty 

Well defcrves her beauty. 
Let's be gay, while we may^ 
Beauty's a flower defpis'd in decay \ 
Touth^s the feafon^ &c. 

Let D8 drink and fport to-dayi 

Our's is not to-morrow ; 
Love with youih flies fwift away^ 

Age is nought but farrow. 
Dance and fing, time's on the wing, 
Life never knows .the return of fpring. 
Chorus. Let uj drink, &:c. 
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DiEW ! ye native fields andbowVs! P^gf 7 

A Ihape alone let others prize 8 

A beawtlful face and a form without fault 12 

Amelia (he's fo wondVous fair 13 
At Totterdown hill there dwelt an old pair 45 

Ah ! why muft words my flame reveal 63 

Away to the field 69 

At the filcnt cv'ning hour 81 

At fetting day and rifing morn III 

As Celia near a fountain lay l?o 

Attend, ye fwains, where'er ye fhove J3I 

All in the downs the fleet was mour'd 143 

frj Ah the fhepherds mournful fate ! ' 7^ 

jnj As Colin rang'd early J 78 

^ As walking^rth to view the plain 1 92 

As Sylvia in a foreft lay 195 

As Jamie gay ganged biyth his way 229 

A trifling fong ye fliall hear 242 

As I went forth to view the fpring 245 
A few years ago in the days of my granum 247 

A friend of mine came here yclticca 249 

A quire of bright beauties 261 

As bringing home the other day 281 

As down on Banna's banks 1 (Iray'd 283 

And did you not hear 285 

As on a funfhine fummcrs day 289 

Around the fpacious landfcape rove 316 

As 1 fat at my fplnning- wheel 317 



By the fide of a grove 16 

By fage philofophers of old 38 

By the mountain's fide reclining 54 
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Braw, braw lads of Galla-watcr Page 6$ 

Btocath a green fhade 155 

By' fmooth winding Tay 166 

Bielt as th' immortal gods is he 169 

By a murmuring dream 171 
By the delicious warmnefs of thy mouth 216 

BIyth young Bcfs to Jean did fay - 250 

Bufy, curious, thirfty fly 320 

Could ye guefs 9 

Come let's hae mair wine in 47 

Come live with me, and be my love 50 

Come, my faired, learn of me 72 

Cad my love, thine eyes around 95 

Celia ! fee the feafon fmiling 1 10 

Cruel creature, can you leave me 128 

Come, chear up, my lads , i2t) 

Come, rou'/e brother fportfman lp5 

Come, the mates of my fortune 138 

Come, my lads, with fouls befitting 139 

Come, come, tny hearts To bold 149 

Come to my arms, my treafure 154 

Ceafe, rude Boreas, blud'ring railer 209 

Come, gie's a fang the lady cry'd 221 

Come jolly Bacchusi god of wine 236 

Come rouzc from your trances 258 

Come ye lads who wifh to fliine 259 

Contented lam, and contented I'll be 282 

Down the burn, and thro' the mead 14 

Do you hear, brother fportfman 70 

Dear Colin, prevent my warm blufhes 102 

Dear madam, when ladies arc witling 10^ 
Down in y^n meadow a couple did tarry 174 

Diogenes furly and proud 262 
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Defend my heart, ye virgin powVs 
Dear Roger if your' Jenny geek 
Deil tak the wars 
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Fill your glaiTes, baniHi grief I 

Fy let U3 a* to the bridal ' 185 
Farewell ye green fields and fwcet groves 241 

For ever, O mcrcllcrs fair 309 

GivK Ifaac the nymph who no beauty 25 

Go high, go low, in ev'ry (late 37 

Giiardia'i angels! now protcdl me 77 

Gallant failur, oft you told me 94 

Gently touch ihe warbling lyre I 23 

Gently flir and blow the fire 124 

Grant us, kind heav'n, what we requeft 146 

Gin ye meet a bonny lafiic 163 

Guardian angels, — A difj^of all firts 269 

How imperfe<^ is cxprelfion lO 

Had I a heart for falfehood fram'd 32 

How blefs*d are beggar laftc8 35 

Here's to the maiden of bafhful fifteen 41 

How plcas'd with my native bow'rs ' 50 

Hopelefs ftill in filent anguifh 78 

How pleafant a failor's life paffes 97 

How happy were my days till now 137 

Hope! thou nurfc of young defire 147 

He that will not merry nierry be 167 

Herfell pe highland (hentleman 190 

Happy's the love which meets returp 196 

How blyth, ilk morn, was I to fee 225 

Her (heep had in cluilers 233 

Hail ! Mafonry divine 237 

Hark ! the horn calh away 257 
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Here's a health to the king Page 

How bled has my time been 

If that the world and love were young 
I vvinna marry ony man but Sandy 
I am a bachelor winfomc 
In the garb of old Gaul 
I hae a green purfe 
In winter when^ the rain 
I am a poor maiden forfaken 
In April when primrofcs 
In fpite of the prejudic'd hate 
I ha*e laid a herring in fa*t 
In a fmall country village 

JoLLT fouls that are gen'rouf 
Jolly luorials, fill your glafles 

Leave off your foolifh pratling 
Long^ long I defpair'd 
Love's a gentle gcn'rous paffion 
Let me fly into thy aima 
Let us diink and be merry 
Let's be jovial, fill our glaffes 
Let gay ones and great 
Let matters of Hate 

Miss Betty's a girl 
My goddefi Lydia 
Maidens let your lovers languifh 
My Jeany and 1 have tdll^ 
My Pa lie is a lover gay 
My (lieep I ncgledcd 
My mithcr's ay glowran o'er me 
My jockey is the bliiheft lad 
My-Betfy is the blitheft maid 
My Peggy is a young thing 
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My lodging is on the cold ground 
My laddie is gane 

No repofc can I dlfcover 
Nanfy's to the green wood gane 
Now wat ye wha I met yeftreen 
No more my foiig fhall be 
Now the happy knot is ty'd 
Now's the time for mirth and glee 

O ! the days when I was young 
Oh ! Venus, queen of foft delight 
On thy banks gei)tle Tay 
O ! would'ft thou know 
On a mofly bank reclin'd 
O! fee that form 
O! gentle (hepherds 
Oh! frown no more 
One fiimmer eve 
Odds my life ! 
Oh worthy Haddington 
One morning very early 
On a bank's flow'ry verge 
On Ettrick banks 

Oh ! lead me to fome peaceful room 
Oh ! how could I venture 
Of Leifter, fam'd for maidens fair 
O BefTy Bell and Mary Gray 
Oh! fend me Lewis Gordon hamc 
O Sandy why leaves 
O Nelly no longer 
O ceafe to mourn 

Phoebus meaner thfmes difdaining 
Polly, when your lips you join 
Poor Strcphon didraded 
Pho! pox o' this nonfenfe 
Pu(h about the brtik glafs 
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Some how my fpindlc P^g^ 4^ 

Spring renewing all things gay 6f 

Sweet Annie fra6 the fea beech 73 

Sweet Annie flowly left the (here 74 

Shepherds I have loft my Ipvc 8o 

See I langui/h! fee i faint! 82 

Since artifts who fiie 90 

Still in hopes to get the better 92 

Say lovely peace 109 

See! the conquering hero comes 128 

Say little foolifh fluttering thing 133 

Since wars' alarms 296 

The lark was up, and the morning 2 

The Cyprian q»»een wlien fam'ti XI 

There was a fair maiden 1 8 

S'Twas fummer and foftly 2 J ^ 

The fun his gladfome beams 25 t 

W *Twas in the bloom of Ma.y ^ ^^ ^ 

? The heavy hours are almoft paft ^S ^ 

The world is a well furnifh'd tabic 56 

To all my good friends 57 

The roan that is drunk 59 

To nleafe the more 62 

To nim that m an hoar muft die 65 

Tho* my drefs and my manners 7 1 

The fun in virgin luftre ftione 93 

Tell me, tell me, charming creature 99 
The fpring newly, dawning " too 

There liv'd long ago 10 1 

To eafe his heart and own his flame 1 12 

The wanton god who pierces hearts 1 r 7 

'Twas on the morn of fwcet May day 133 

Thet Jenny's my fricfld ^56 

The lawland maids ^68 

There was an old wife 179 

-^ The laft time I came o'er the muir 1 89 
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The echoing horn calls the rporirman abroad 

There was ajollj- miller once 

The fuH jiift glancing thro' the treei 

Twas in that feafon of llie year 

The bird that hears her neAlings cry 

' Then farewell my irim-huilt wherry 

1 The fmiling morn 

Twaa when the feas were roailng 

Uniti, unite, your voicea raifc 

While yet a< a cowan 
When trees did bud 
When firft by fond Damon 
When Delia on the grove appear! 
When 'lis night and the mid-watch 
When the treea are all bare 
What Iho' the meads 
Whilll on thy dear bofom tying 
When Fanny I faw 
Why that faduefa on thy brow 
With an honeft old friend 
When fairies dance round on the graft 
When innocent paftime 
Water parted from the fea 
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When earth's foundation 

Willie's rare, and Willie's fair 

When the fhecp are in the fauld 

When firft my dear laddie 

What numbers (hall the mufc repeat 

What beauties docs Flora 

When Britain firft 

With early hbrn falule the morn 

When fommcr comes 

Wert I laid on Greenland's coaft 

When my locks are grown hoary 

When Delia's eyes transfix'd 

While from our looks 

Young Venus the goddefs of beauty 
Voting Jockey who teiz'd me ^ 
Ye jolly true blues on the main 
Ye WarwickHiire lads 
Ye gentle gales that fan the fair 
Ye nynnphs, 'tid true to Coliu's ftrain 
Young I am, and fort afrhid 
YouuiJ Roger of the mill 
Young Strcphon addrcfs'd me 
Ye irue honcft Britons 
Yi)Uiig I am, and yet unn<ill'd 
Young Slrephon I own 
Ye fair pofielt of every charm 
Ye nuifes nine, O lend thine aid 
Youth's the feal'on 
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